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LOOK AROUND 
ATTHEMEN 
WHO GET 
AHEAD! 


Is it "lucky breaks”— or the kind of 
training you can get at ICS? 


Maybe the men who get ahead are better prepared. 
Think about it: the difference is usually the training pf 
abilities, plus the confidence— the simple belief in yourself— 
that has to come almost simultaneously with the solid de- 
velopment of capacities. 

And this means that you don’t have to spend the rest of 
your life stuck in a rut, watching other men move up, envy- 
ing their position and money and influence. You can break 
old thinking patterns now— you can think new! 

Training— like the very practical ICS training you get 
on your own time at your own speed— can spark you right 
now, and make a dramatic difference in your success for 
the rest of your life. 

ICS training has done just exactly this, for thousands 
of success-minded men— men like you— who simply got 
tired of the rut, and had the initiative to say “let’s change 
it.” 

• How to do it 

Knowledge is the key— specific, directly applicable busi- 
ness leadership know-how. This expertise can be learned; it 
can be taught— and is taught through ICS business courses. 

You learn precisely what you need to know through 
these programs at America’s best-known, most respected 
home study institution. (ICS is the “alma mater” of Amer- 
ican Management. A recent survey shows that one out of 
fourteen company presidents is an ICS man.) 

• Learn on your own t^ms 

At ICS you set the terms— you select the programs you 
want, you study on your own schedule in die privacy of 
your own home— without the wasted time of commuting to 
a class— you move ahead at your own pace, and graduate 
when you are ready. 

Every step of the way you have the guidance and coun- 
sel of your own experienced instructor. You study texts 
that are constantly updated with the most authoritative, 
latest information. 

You gain a background that many business leaders 
evaluate as an extremely useful business education. An 
expertise very much respected in American business, be- 
cause so many leaders studied at ICS themselves. Eight 
million students have learned “Successmanship” at ICS 


over a period of 80 years— with the result that your ICS 
diploma is the one recognized throughout the business 
world! 

• Get free facts 

The facts are free. And if you want to get ahead, 
there’s nothing more important you could do today than 
to send for them. 

Absolutely nothing could be more important to you— 
to your future, to your family— than to do it today! 

• AN ICS “EXTRA” UNIQUE EXECUTIVE LIBRARY 
to all graduates of ICTS Business 
Schools Courses. Texts by nation- 
ally recognized authorities include 
“Marketing Management and the 
Computer,” “Effective Training,” 
“Advertising Research and Testing” 
—and many more, vital to the exec- 
utive competing in today’s fast- 
moving world of the “knowledge 
explosion.” 
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'international dorrespondence Schools 

Division of lnte)tf oSfaSto^InCaMdawi'll reply. 


Mail to ICS, Scranton. Pa. 18515 4B997B 

Rush me free information : the famous ICS booklet of tips on getting ahead ; a sample 
lesson showing how the ICS method works; and catalog for subject cheeked below. 


Address_ 
City 


Accredited Member National Home Study Council 

□ Accounting □ Industrial □ Purchasing 


□ Business 
Administration 

□ Advertising 

□ Computers 

□ Engineering 
Programs 


G Other— specify field of interest— 


Psychology 

□ Managing a 
Retail Business 

□ Office Management 

□ Production 
Management 


□ Salesmanship- 
Sales Management 

□ Personnel-Labor 
Relations 


ICS has over 266 career-related courses 

□ I am a veteran. Tell me how I qualify for tuition refund under the new G1 E 

Easy pay-as-you-learn plans 
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TRUE TALES OF THE UNKNOWN 

THE CURSE OF THE 

BURNING WITCH by Michael Praetorius 14 

Angry shouts filled the air as the villagers 
vainly hoped they could stop the menace 

FEAST OF BLOOD FOR THE GIRL 

WHO COULDN’T DIE by Martha Scott 22 

Her desire knew no bounds as ficUm after tortured 
victim felt the fury of gore-soaked fangs 
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Until it was too late, I refused to believe 
in the supernatural. Now I am doomed forever 
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LEARN AT HOME IN YOUR SPARE TIME! BUILO YOUR 
OWN COMPLETE REFRIGERATION SYSTEM I 
25 VALUABLE TRAINING KITS INCLUDED! 


You learn by doing. Not just theory, but practical home 
training that gets you ready for big pay opportunities fast. 
All the tools, the parts, the step-by-step help you need to 
build your own complete refrigeration system and to get 
experience fast for a better job, a business of your own, or 
to earn extra money in your spare hours. 


What CTI has done for thousands of other ambitious men, 
it can do for you too. But the first step must be yours. Send 
for your FREE BOOK now. 


IF YOU’RE EARNING LESS THAN S200 A WEEK 

Step Up to Big Money in Air Conditioning, Refrigeration and Heating 


Skilled men are desperately needed in Air 
Conditioning, Refrigeration and Heating. 
Over 20,000 must be trained each year. If 
you are 18 or over and want an exciting, big 
pay future in this dynamic field, CTI home- 
training is for you! Get the facts that can put 
more money in your pockets — fast! 
Use th6 coupon to send for the free CTI 
book -NOW! 


EARN MONEY AS YOU TRAIN 

Many students earn money repairing units soon after 
enrolling. On completing training they go into top pay 
jobs. Many get started in their own business. 

AUTOMOTIVE AIR CONDITIONING 

You will learn to Install, maintain and service the vari- 
ous types of air conditioning systems being used in 
millions of modern automobiles. 

BUILD A HOME AIR CONDITfONER 

Complete plans and instructions for building and install- 
ing a central air conditioning system or a room air con- 
ditioner are included in your training. 


APPROVED FOR 
Gl TRAINING 


If you servejd since January 31, 
1955 or are in service, check Gl line 
in coupon 



MAIL THIS 
COUPON FOR 
FREE BOOK 

COMMERCIAL TRADES 
INSTITUTE 
1400 Greenleaf 
Chicago, III. 60626/ 
Dept MLG471 
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COMMERCIAL TRADES INSTITUTE 

1400 Greenleaf Avenue • Chicago, Mi. 60626 ■ DeptMLG471 
Accredited Member National Home Study Council 

Please send me all the facts, complete details on 
CTI training In AIR CONDITIONING, REFRIGERA- 
TION and HEATING. 


CTI also specializes in training 
men for jobs in 6 other high-pay- 
ing fields. For Free information on 
these courses, check one line 
below. 


□ AUTOMOTIVE MECHANICS 


Name 

Age 






□ Check for facts on Gl Bill 


□ AUTOMATION ELECTRONICS 

□ BUILDING CONSTRUCTION 

□ COLOR TV 

□ COMPUTER PROGRAMMING 
n DRAFTING 
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by THOMAS CAMPION 

O H MY GOD!” 

I swerved frantically, but the sickening 
thud told me I hadn’t missed. The car 
screeched to a halt. My head hit the windshield 
and for a moment I lay with my face on the 
steering wheel, momentarily dazed by the im- 
pact. I have just killed another human being, 
cut clearly through my foggy brain. Shaking, 
groggy, I opened the door. The cold, dead win- 
ter air hit me with an almost physical force 
and brought me back to my senses. The car had 
stopped on an embankment. I raced back to the 
road and began searching for the body. It 
wasn’t there! 


“This is insane!” I shouted hysterically. 
Grabbing a flashlight from the glove compart- 
ment, I rapidly inspected the piles of damp 
leaves that lay like blankets piled on either 
side of the road. But I found nothing. 

My mind quickly recalled the events that 
had happened just a few moments ago. It 
was night. I was driving down a lonely coun- 
try road. There were no lights. Ahead, rev- 
ealed for an instant in the glare of my own 
headlights a woman came running toward me, 
her arms out-stretched. Her eyes were focused 
directly, almost pleadingly, on mine. I tried to 
stop short, but the road was wet. “I felt the im- 
pact!” I yelled out loud. “I hit her!” 


Her eyes looked at me, and through 
me, and beyond me to a world long 
ago where we could have been happy. 
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Grabbing hold of my sanity, I 
began a methodical search of the 
area, even looking on the fenders 
for any sign of a dent. Nothing. 
Not a trace that anything had hap- 
pened, except for the wild skid 
marks on the asphalt. 

Shaken, I climbed back into the 
car and drove to the nearest town. 
Miles before the accident. I had no- 
ticed a sign advertising a hotel lo- 
cated near the roadway. Only eight 
miles to Dusenberg, it said. I could 
get help there. 

Then, just around the bend, I 
saw lights coming from a seedy- 
looking hotel. I headed for it. 

Rapidly pulling into the bumpy 
driveway, I killed the engine and 
raced to the stairs. I tore open the 
door and ran to the service desk. I 
pounded the bell furiously. 

“Can I help you?” 

I nearly passed out from fright 
as a figure suddenly appeared be- 
hind the counter. I took a deep 
breath. Obviously the clerk had 
been looking for something under 
the desk and just happened to sur- 
face when I rang the bell. 

“What’s up, buddy? You want a 
room or something?” 

“Look, there’s been a terrible ac- 
cident. I’ve just killed somebody — 
hit her with my car — but I can’t 
find the body. Are you deaf — I just 
said I killed somebody!” In my 
hysteria I was incapable of saying 
anything else. 

“Calm down, friend. Come over 
here.” 

He walked around the desk and 
led me to a couch. 

It’s odd, but in times of greatest 
shock, you pay attention to the 
strangest details. When he sat me 
down, I noticed the couch was cov- 
ered in cut velvet and that some of 
the horsehair was showing 
through in the worn spots. My 
hand went out to touch it. The 
coarse fibres were the only reality 
in a world suddenly gone mad. 

The clerk, a young man with 
worry lines etched into his fore- 
head, leaned over me. “Breathe 
deep,” he said. “It’ll calm you 
down.” 

I did as he said. 

“Now what happened?” 

I repeated my jumbled story. He 
heard it with no emotion. “Was she 
wearing a long, black dress?” he 
asked matter-of-factly. 

“This is retarded!” I snapped. 
“I’ve just killed somebody and 
you’re hassling about what clothes 
she wore. Call the police! ” 

“Was she wearing a black 
dress,” he repeated softly. 

“I don’t know — ^yes, she was. 


damn it. Would you please call the 
police!” 

“The police won’t help,” he said, 
setting his lips into a thin line. 

He reached over and picked up 
the telephony. 

“Yes, it’s me. A guy just came 
here and said he hit somebody with 
his car. A girl in a long, black 
dress. I thought you’d like to 
know.” 

He hung up and turned to me. 

“What you need, my friend, is a 
drink.” He went over behind the 
desk and returned brandishing a 
bottle and a glass. 

“What I need,” I corrected him 
coldly, “Is for someone to tell me 
just what the hell’s going on. That 
girl may need help — she still 
might be alive.” 

“You can’t help her, mister, be- 
cause you never hit her. Look,” he 
said, sitting beside me and pouring 
a stiff drink, “how long have you 
been driving today?” 

“About eight hours.” 

“I thought so. Here, take this,” 
he shoved the glass into my hand. 
“You know it’s really funny, but 
that girl gets hit about once a 
month — and only in winter.” 

I gagged, and he interrupted 
himself long enough to give me a 
hearty slap on the back. 

“You OK? Good. Now as I was 
saying, motorists always think 
they see her. And I bet I can tell 
you where — right at that big 
group of oak trees that comes out 
nearer to the road than the others. 
Am I right?” 

I nodded weakly. The booze had 
calmed me down. 

“It’s just an hallucination — ^you 
know, a mirage. Like what the 
Foreign Legion used to see in the 
Sahara Desert. Everybody would 
think he saw the same bunch of ca- 
mels or water holes or something. 
One of these days we’re going to 
chop those blasted trees down. 
Gives the town a bad name. By the 
way, what’s yours and where you 
headed?” 

I gave him my name and said 
that I was on my way to Hadley. 
“And as long as I’m at it,” I added 
miserably, “I’m probably lost.” 

“As a matter of fact, you’re not. 
Hadley is the next town over, just 
a few miles from here. Thomas 
Campion, huh? You any relation to 
old Doc campion?” 

“His nephew. I’m going to take 
over his practice.” 

“So it’s true. I heard rumors 
that he was going to retire and 
split to Florida. I’m glad to see 
somebody around here has any 


sense. These winters are murder.” 

“So why don’t you go too?” I 
asked crossly. My nerves were still 
on edge from the imagined acci- 
dent. 

“What, and sweat to death 
somewhere down South? Not on 
your life. Listen, it’s almost mid- 
night and you’ve had a pretty bad 
experience. Why don’t you stay 
here for the night and go on tomor- 
row morning?” 

I was exhausted, all emotion 
drained out of me, so I agreed. 

“And there won’t be any charge. 
Dusenberg doesn’t have a doctor, 
so you’ll be seeing a lot of us. Sort 
of a good-will gesture.” 

I called Uncle Edvard and told 
him to expect me on the following 
day but I didn’t tell him the real 
reason behind my delay. I didn’t 
want him to worry needlessly. 
Then I followed the talkative hotel 
clerk up a flight of creaking stairs 
to a vacant room. 

“Hope you’ll be comfortable,” he 
grinned, and closed the door. 

The combination of a long drive, 
extreme fright and frustration, 
and a good belt had made me even 
more ^eepy than I had thought. I 
almost collapsed on the bed. 

I WOKE UP at eleven o’clock the 
next morning. It was the sort 
of beautiful day that can only hap- 
pen in winter. I looked out the wim 
dow. It was sunny and there was 
no wind. The trees, their filigree 
branches penciled delicately 
against the blue, faraway moun- 
tains, created a lovely picture, 
sombre, but beautiful neverth- 
eless. 

I dressed myself and went down- 
stairs. The owners of the hotel 
greeted me cordially. They invited 
me to have breakfast, but I de- 
clined. I was anxious to see my un- 
cle and to set up practice. One of 
the few things I had brought with 
me was my shingle — Thomas 
Campion, M.D. — the varnish was 
still a little tacky. 

The drive from Dusenberg to 
Hadley took less than ten minutes. 
And five minutes after that, I was 
warmly shaking hands with my 
uncle. 

“Glad to see you could make it, 
boy!” he boomed cheerfully. “Last 
time I saw you, you were a 
scrawny ten-year-old.” 

We went into the sunny dining- 
room and had some breakfast. In 
between sips of steaming coffee I 
told him of my night’s adventure. 
“And the funny part of it is, I can 
still see her eyes, Uncle Edvard. So 
(Continued on page 60) 
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WHY WAIT?. . . NOW YOU CAN BE A 



HIGH SCHOOL 
GRADUATE ! 


...because now you can earn your choice of diplomas right 
at home in spare time with FRANKLIN ACADEMY'S shortcut 
SELECT- A-COURSE DIPLOMA TRAINING OPPORTUNITY! 


Whatever your reason for not completing your 
high school education — NOW YOU CAN — 
in the comfort and privacy of your own home 
in just 25 minutes a day of your spare time. 
And the cost is surprisingly LOW I What's 
more, as a Franklin Academy student, you do 
not have to settle for one all-inclusive course. 
We make it possible for you to get exactly the 
kind of high school education that will be 
most valuable to your future plans. 

NO BETTER TRAINING ANYWHERE 

You can be sure of receiving the finest train- 
ing because Franklin Academy is an Accred- 
ited Member of the National Home Study 
Council — the highest professional standing 
any home study high school can receive. That 
means a Franklin Academy diploma is nation- 
ally-accepted — extra valuable to you in terms 
of better job opportunities, more income, a 
happier more secure future. Make a start to- 
day. Use the coupon below to receive our free, 
20-page catalog telling you all about the many 
advantages you can gain as a Franklin Acad- 
emy student. 


YOU MAY BE READY TO GRADUATE 
SOONER THAN YOU THINK! 

The more high school subjects you have taken and passed the more 
credits you start with, the less studying you will need to do, and 
the sooner you can graduate and receive your diploma. 


You Pick the Course That Will Give You 
What YOU Want a Diploma for. 


GENERAL COURSE 

Gives you an academic diploma — proof you have a 
good, all-round general education. 


BUSINESS & SECRETARIAL COURSE 

Prepares you for good starting positions in the busi- 
ness world. 

I 

COLLEGE PREPARATORY COURSE 


Gives you the knowledge needed to pass college en- 
trance exams — or the foundation needed for extra 
training in many specialized fields. 



MAIL COUPON TODAY TO 

Franklin Academy 
Dept. 85-041 ,2000 Euclid Ave. 
Cleveland, Ohio 44115 


NO SALESMAN WILL CALL 


Dept.85-041 / 2000 Euclid Ave.. Cleveland. Ohio 4411S 
Please send me without obligation your free 20-page catalog with 
details on your shortcut SELECT-A-COURSE DIPLOMA TRAINING. 


Age 


City State Zip . 

Circle last full grade completed: 9, 10, 11, 12 
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KishmOf the great and dread 
vowed to spend all eternity- 
seeking out and destroying the 
white devils who had killed him! 



O H WOW — what a lot of garbage this is!" Ellen punctu- 
ated this remark by tossing the offending book clear 
across the room. It landed by Cousin Martha's feet. Martha 
gave her a resentful glance. Wordlessly, the older girl got 
up, replaced the book on the shelf and sat down again. 
Not for an instant did she cease her relentless stare at Ellen. 

"Oh, Martha, knock it off, will you? Don't be such a creep. 
If I had known that stupid book meant so much to you, I 
wouldn't have heaved it." 

" 'That stupid book', as you call it, dear Cousin Ellen, 
was written by our great-great grandfather more than a hun- 
dred years ago," came the crisp reply. Obviously Martha 
hadn't been terribly impressed by the sincerity in Ellen's semi- 
apology. "And I'll thank you to have a little more respect 
10 


for the beliefs and traditions others may have." 

Ellen controlled an impulse to perform an impolite gesture 
involving a thumb and her nose directed against this pom- 
pous remark, but she realized that Martha had been really 
offended by her action. 

"Hey, I'm sorry, I really am. It's just that I've been here 
for nearly a week now and I'm bored silly — no offence. Daddy 
said he'd be here to take me back to school in a few days 
but I don't know why he's taking so long. Honestly, Martha, 
how can you stand it? Living in the middle of nowhere and 
all. This little house in the woods looks like a Walt Disney 
nightmare or something." 

"And I, on the other hand, often wonder how you can 
live in a hot, dirty city," Martha answered in what she hoped 



The wolf-creature glared triumphantly 
at his captive. There was no escape — 
now only a merciful end could free the 
girl from the lifetime of degrading 
slavery that was sure to follow. 



passed for a dignified tone of voice. Her cousin irked her 
continually — so condescending and self-assured. Martha adop- 
ted an equally annoying superiority. She knew she was being 
just as obnoxious and contrary, but she didn't care anymore. 
In spite of the fact that less than two years separated them 
chronologically, Martha felt words apart from Ellen, and the 
prospect of spending even a few more days in the 
company of her snotty cousin wasn't a very pleasant one. 

"Let's do something!"^ Ellen exclaimed suddenly. "Any- 
thing at all. I'm game." 

"You were reading to me," Martha sulked. "And you 
stopped just at the good part." 

"I wan't aware that there was one in that dumb book." 
commented Ellen drily. "However, if you're so excited by 
it, why don't you read it to me? Maybe my father will come 


to the rescue right In the middle of it." 

Martha chose to ignore that last statement. She reached over 
and took down the same volume Ellen had so unceremon- 
iously disposed of, and began reading. It was the product 
of a "vanity press" — a company that specializes in printing 
the works of would-be writers, at the authors' expense of 
course. It turned out to be an amazingly boring history of 
the areo. And when you stop to consider that absolutely no- 
thing had happened in Glenwood Palls for the past hundred 
and fifty years, and that all this nothing was lovingly de- 
tailed by the hand of an unskilled writer, you will begin 
to understand Ellen's discomfort at hearing her cousin's reci- 
tative. Even the "good part" wound up to be not quite 
exciting. 

(Continued on page 86) 
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Sf THE TRim RinstuunE 

Here’s where you shop for your “BODY SHAPERS FOR THE 70's’’— to Shape You Up— 
to help You Lose Weight or Gain Weight — and create a more Masculine, Virile You! 



MUSCLE UP 
& MAKE OUT! 

PUT MUSCLE 

IN YOUR MUSCLES WITH ONE TWIST! 

Quickly add up to 2" on your arms, 
4" on your chest. Build rippling back 
muscles. Thick, broad shoulders. The 
power to lift girls overyour head with one 
arm! One twist of the "007'' TWISTER 
and every muscle in your body ripples 
with new vigor and power. Builds strong 
muscles FAST. — muscles that make you 
an action-packed guy and a super- 
charged tiger with the girls! Easy-to-use. 
No adjustments. No assembly. Use it 
right out of the box for instant muscle- 
building fun! Made of chromed-steel 
tubing, the TWISTER is tough . . . dura- 
ble. . . like you'll be! Guaranteed to mus- 
cle you up or your money back. ORDER 
NOW! Only $9.98 

GUARANTEE: If after using the TWISTER 
3 days you're not convinced you can 
quickly twist it for cobra-like muscles in 
your arms . . . more muscles on your 
chest . . . broader shoulders . . . wider 
back ... a he-man grip and dynamic 
power — then return it after 5 days for a 
full refund. Fair? So order the "007'' 
TWISTER Now, while the limited supply 
lasts! This unusual offer may not be 
repeated again this year. 





FREE! 


^ PKCr.* Complete, 
JC *. ■ ilfcfc ■ illustrated 
^ POWER TWISTER 

Manual. Also, illustrated 
conditioning course, 
'HP dealing with the new 
aerobics training that 
muscularizes your body 
athletic vigor, speed 
agility. Written by 
Joe Weider, Trainer of 
Champions. Yours FREE 
with your TWISTER. 
ORDER NOW! 

EXTRA BONUS GIFT: 3 
copies of Muscle Builder 
magazine, worth $1.80 
. . . yours FREE! 

PRICED AT ONLY 


$ 9.98 

WITH COURSE 



This "Killer 
Karate Krusher" 


gives you pulverizing 
hand power! 



Just 5 minutes a day for 30 days builds 
your hands into granite-hard battering- 
rams of power! Simply fit your fingers 
into the leather grippers, and with your 
very first squeeze, you'll instantly start 
building invincible new power into every 
tendon and ligament 
of your hands 
and fingers! 


MAYBE YOU 
DON'T WANT TO 
BREAK A BRICK IN ^ 

TWO WITH YOUR BARE FISTS OR RIP 
A PHONE BOOK IN HALF — BUT 
WOULDN'T IT BE GREAT IF YOU COULD? 


Here's a brand new way ... a fantas- 
tically successful system that turns your 
hands into fearsome, devastating arse- 
nals of power! Based on centuries-old 
secrets of Japanese Killer Cults and a 
Space Age hand-building principle, my 
KILLER KARATE KRUSHER can make 
you Into a two-fisted tank of power . . . 
able to take care of yourself ... any- 
time . . . anywhere ... in all situations! 
You'll never again fear any man or turn 
away from any challenge. ORDER IT 
TODAY! Only $9.95 postpaid. 



MY GUARANTEE TO YOU: You'll own 
fearsome, ferocious, crippling arsenals 
of hand power — and become a "Terror- 
Fighter," able to take care of yourself 
In every situation — IN 30 DAYS — or 
your money back! 


GREAT FOR SPORTS. 


FREE 



My"KlllerKarate"Course 
. . . "The Deadly Art of 
Hand Fighting." Shows 
dozens of ways to dis- 
arm and counter-attack 
any man, whatever his 
size! Yours FREE if you 
order the KILLER KA- 
RATE KRUSHER Now! 

PRICED AT ONLY 

$ 9.98 


KARATE KRUSHER & COURSE 


3 THE END or THE 
SKINNY BODY 

Drink on os mnch ns 14 pounds in the 
next 14 doys this delidons FUN my! 



wtighed 175 pounds. 


GAINS 14 POUNDS IN 14 DAYS! 

HEY YOU SKINNY GUYS! Thousands are doing It 
every day. WHY NOT YOU? Here's a totally n^w 
breed of nutritional "wildcat" drink that's guaran- 
teed to put an end to your hungry-looking, musci6- 
poor body . . . through a new, scientificalTy-blended 
milkshake-tasting drink. Crash-Weight Formula #7 
nan puts meat on your frame. Meshes out your 
narrow, shallow chest, skinny arms and spindly legs. 
Nobody likes a bag of bones! With my proven Craih- 
Weight Plan you just drink 4 miik-shake-delicioui 
glasses with your regular meals and take in an 
extra 3500 calories daily ... to help you pile on 
the weight FASTI (It's the calories that count when 
you want to put on some handsome weight!) The 
nice thing about my weight-gain plan is that it's so 
easy to take. No complicated exercises to do. No 
bloating, heavy-as-lead foods to force into your sys- 
tem. The Formula #7 Han does all the worx ... you 
just sit around, take it easy, be as lazy as you want 
— and in a few days you'll see measurable weight 
gains pile up! Check the coupon for the Plan and 
flavor you want to use to put an end to your skinny 
body. Guarantee<l to pirt weight on you or your 
money back. 


To add up to 14 pounds in 
the next 14 days you need: 


• 14-day supply of Crash-Weight Formula #7 

• 14-day supply of Appetite-Stimulating tablets, and 


Weight-Gaining Course. A 
48-page illustrated guide 
crammed with step-by-step 
instructions in weight-gaining basics. PLUS 3 copies 
of Mr. America magazine, worth S1.80.. .yours FREE! 



7-day supply: $8.00 • 14-day supply; $14.98 

(Your choice of Chocolate or Vanilla flavor) 



PRICED AT ONLY 

$ 8.00 

FOR A WEEK'S 
SUPPLY & COURSE 


BODV LOOK FOR THE 7 D'S! 

Your Good Looks— Your Health —Your Virility —are Your responsibility. So Start NOW to use one or more 
of these “Body Shapers For the 70's''. Shake up your physical fitness program and Light Up the 70’s! 




HOME FITNESS JOGGER 


You’ll Start to Look 
Better— Feel Better- 
Shape Up— Live Longer 
and be more Virile in 
the Next 14 Days! 

ALL THE BENEFITS OF 
JOGGING WITHOUT LEAVING 
YOUR HOME! 

6 minutes on the New Weider 
AEROBICS JOGGER gives you 
the same benefits as a S-mtle 
run. Or the equivalent of 
4 hours or more of golf. Or a 
full hour's workout in the gym! 
Guaranteed to burn calories— melt fat— toughen your 
muscles— strengthen your heart and lungs— and viril- 
ize your body fast! 


WHO EVER SAW A FAT RUNNER? 

If you've held yourself back from getting the rich fit- 
ness-building benefits of jogging because you don't 
want nosy neighbors to stare at you or risk being 
nipped by unfriendly dogs, forget it! Now with Welder’s 
New AEROBICS HOME FITNESS JOGGER you can jog for 
miles without ever having to step outside the comfort 
and privacy of your own home! 

That’s right. lust set the AEROBICS JOGGER on the 
floor in any part of your house, step on its easy-on-the- 
feet special spring cushion and Jog away to your heart's 
content— and good health! 


JOG YOURSELF INTO SHAPE IN iUST 
6 MINUTES A DAY 

One of the world's longest distance runners says 6 
minutes of jogging on the AEROBICS JOGGER gives you 
the same benefit as jogging two miles! Just 3 minutes 
in the morning and 3 minutes at night helps build 
healthy heart and lung action, relaxes tensions, tones 
muscles. Besides that you'll burn off fat-forming cal- 
ories fast, flatten and toughen your mid-section, trim 
your hips and buttocks and slim down all over. 

You owe it to yourself to get back into virile, healthy 
shape this fast, scientifcally-proven way! 

EASY TO STORE— MADE TO LAST 

Welder's New AEROBICS HOME FITNESS JOGGER is sci- 
entifically-constructed with special coil springs nestled 
in a thick polyurethane cushion, designed to simulate 
the action of real road jogging. It's easy on the feet, 
too— like running on grass that acts as a “shock ab- 
sorber" to the feet. It measures 20''x22'’x4'', is light- 
weight and stores easily in the smallest space. The 
sturdy hand strap on side makes it easy and convenient 
to carry with you on trips, vacations, etc. Order yours 
now! Ideal for gift-giving, too. Only $9.95 

New Aerobic/Circuit Training 
"Shape Up" Routine 

Same 6-minutes-a-day program you can 
use at home, which actors, movie stars, 
and models use to quickly Shape Up and 
Firm Up their bodies into youthful, virile, 
he-man lines. ALSO INCLUDES: techniques 
to help your body utilize your food Intake 
more efficiently and keep you sleek and 
slim all your llfe~as well as strengthen 
your heart and lungs. Indoor and outdoor 
methods explained. How much and how 
often to jog. How to measure benefits 
received . . . everything you need to know 
about jogging is here. You're guaranteed 
visual results In just 2 weeks or money 
beck. Tested by thousands-lncluding U.S. 
Air Force. START NOW TO SHAPE UP - 
SLIM DOWN - and VIRILIZE YOUR BODY! 

*For festerwaist and hips losses 
—see inches go fast— wear 
SLIM GARD while jogging. 



FREE! 



Aerobic 
Fitness Jogger 
& Course 



USE THIS SHAPE UP... MUSCLE-UP COUPON! 


JOE WEIDER 

Union City, N.J. 07087 
531-32nd Street 
Dept. 61“41P5 


Dear Joe: 

Thanks for letting me know about your 
"Shape-Up" . . . ‘‘Muscle-Up" courses and 
products. Please send me the items checked 
below, along with my FREE gifts. I under- 
stand all your products carry a full money- 
back guarantee ... no "ifs” . . . “ands" 
... or "buts". 

I enclose check or 

money order for $ 


"007" TWISTER, Free courses. 3 
copies of Muscle Builder magazine 
' — * only $9.95 

□ KILLER KARATE KRUSHER & Free “Kil- 
ler Karate" course only $9.95 

CRASH-WEIGHT FORMULA #7 PLAN 

with Free course (check one): 

I I 7-Oay Supply only^g.QO 

I | . 14-Day Supply only $14.98 

Check flavor desired:Q Chocolate 
□ Vanilla 


FITNESS JOGGER & Free “Aerobic/ 
Circuit Training" course only $9.95 

SLIM DOWN & MAKE OUT KIT with 
SLIM CARD and the Free “Slimmer's 

Routine" onlyj^^ gg 

Check waist sizerD Medium (30-38) 

□ Large (39-47) 


Just slip on Joe Welder's New "Science Weapon", SLIM 
GARD and instantly start trimming your waist and hips 
to a sexy-slim size — without dieting — without tedious 
exercise! 

And when combined with the "Summer’s Routine" SLIM 
GARD can really flatten your pot belly and "pulverize" 
unwanted fat away from all over your body! Here's Proof: 
In a controlled University test, students reported waist 
losses of up to 3V4 inches and overall fat losses of 17 
pounds-IN ONLY 2 WEEKS! They called it a "small mir- 
acle" the way it worked so fast! 

Yes. SLIM GARD has really revolutionized weight reduc- 
ing. Men everywhere are regaining their youthful, virile 
appearance by wearing It under their clothes and letting 
It work for them as they sit, stand, walk, run. bend, eat, 
watch TV or relax. It turns the simplest body movement 
into a waist-trimming exercise without effort. It can work 
"miracles” on your waistline, too. 

And remember, SLIM CARD is hidden -no one knows- 
nothing shows . . . SLIM CARD'S secret is its gentle but 
firm "hugging action that keeps warm air in— cool air 
out, trimming inches effortlessly away! 

SLIM GARD and the "Slimmer’s Routine” work effectively 
for the fat or slender man. Simple Instructions are in- 
cluded for the man who wants to quickly lose 20 to 40 
pounds . . . and for the slender fellow who wants to lose 
only a few inches off his waist without losing weight. 
And remember, SLIM GARD is hidden -no one knows - 
nothing shows . . . except the Inches that go. You’re 
guaranteed impressive results in 14 days or your money 
back! 


FRFPITHE SLIMMER’S 
ROUTINE 

Savvy Slimming Tricks to Shape You Up 
and Trim You Down. Here’s Part 3 to 
the Slimming Formula— the suprisingly 
effortless "Aerobic/Circuit” training 
routine used by athletes, coaches 
and models to get into shape fast. 

Within 14 days you'll be Firmer, 

Slimmer. More Energetic and 
Stronger— creating a New. Youthful. 

Sexier more Exciting You! IT’S YOURS 
FREE-wIth SUM GARD! 


tfats 






INSTANTLY LOOK SUMMER 

LOSE UP TO 3.ZS INCHES IN 14 OATS! 
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THE SLIM GARD C 
(Made to Last for Years) 
with The Slimmer's Routine 

Comes in sizes: Medium & Large 






‘Bring thi* straw!'* soincoiie shunted to the crowd of frightened people. But the mob stood sluK'k-still as the eyes 


of a half'huinan thing stared at them and remembered. 


THE CURSE 
OF THE 

BURNiNG WITCH 


the ashes scattered to the four winds. Bottles of 
saki were carelessly opened, their contents drench- 
ing the packed dirt of the street. People danced 
in a frenzy. Never before had the town witnessed 
such unrestrained joy and pleasure at its release 
from bondage. 


P OLICE COMMISSIONER Sakouri read the bul- 
letin with a deepening frown. He toyed with his 
silky black moustache as his eyes traveled rapidly 
down the paper. He tossed it aside and impatiently 
pressed the buzzer. 

“Send Sergeant Takomi in, please. I want to see 
him." 

Moments later, a brisk knock was heard at the 
door. 

"Come in,” the seated official said curtly. 

“You wanted to see me, boss?" The young man 
marched into the room and stood expectingly in 
front of his superior’s desk. 

“Yes. Read this. And don’t call me ‘boss’! You’ve 
been seeing loo many of those American movies. 
You should have more respect for your elders." 

“Sorry, sir. I guess I ” The rest of fhe sentence 
trailed off as Takomi read the missive. He looked 
up, his brows contracted in wonder. “This can’t be. 
We’re living in the twentieth century. Stuff like this 
just doesn’t happen anymore." 

“Obviously it does, or we wouldn’t have gotten 
the bulletin. An outbreak of superstitious violence, 
of the most pernicious kind. So far three innocent 


Anunholygl(ireUtuptliesiirroundingcountrysideas howling 
Powersof Darkness tookcontrolof yetanot her helplesstoivn! 

by MICHAEL PRAETORIUS 


rViLL HER! ” 

"Burn her!" 

“Drive a stake through her filthy heart! She 
brings wickedness to our village!" 

Angry shouts filled the air as the mob surrounded 
the cowering woman. She tried frantically to es- 
cape. to save her own life, but her efforts were 
useless. In moments she was stripped, dragged 
naked along the rough pavement, and brutally 
lashed to a dead tree. 

Large piles of dry straw were brought and layed 
around her torn and bleeding feet. A torch was pro- 
duced and thrown on the tinder. It exploded into 
a tall pillar of fire. The hapless woman gave one 
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final shriek of agony before her body was con- 
sumed by the flames. The crowd danced around the 
burning corpse. Some of the more sensitive ones 
ran into the bushes to be sick as the stench of fry- 
ing human flesh invaded their nostrils — but every 
one of the townspeople reveled in the execution. 

Soon the physical presence of the unfortunate 
woman was nothing but a memory as the hungry 
flames shot higher and higher into the sky, illumin- 
ating the wild features of the triumphant villagers. 

“We’re free!” someone in the crowd shouted. 
Quickly the chant was picked up by the others and 
the low-slung hills echoed with the battle cry. The 
glowing embers were extinguished with water and 


people have been murdered by mob 
'justice.’ Takomi, I’ve just received 
word from reliable sources that the 
next execution will probably occur 
in — He named a small fishing 
village. 

“But that’s my home town ! ’’ Ta- 
komi was startled. “I know every- 
lx)dy there. They’re good people. 
They wouldn’t do such a thing!’’ 

Commissioner Sakouri sympa- 
thized with the young man’s dis- 
turbance. He said gently, “Per- 
haps not. That’s why I want you 
assigned to the case. Since you do 
know the people involved so well, 
you’ll be able to judge for yourself. 
Be on the 4:20 train. Here’s your 
reservation. Good luck, son. One 
more thing,” he called as the youth 
was slowly opening the door to 
leave, “wear civilian dress. Tell 
your family you’re on holiday. I 
don’t want you to arouse needless 
suspicion.” He smiled, then turned 
to begin another of his endless du- 
ties. 

Takomi stood outside the Com- 
missioner’s office with a worried 
frown wrinkling his regular fea- 
tures. How could his people, mod, 
decent folks he had taiown all his 
life, suddenly turn into a mob? 
And what was worse, how could he 
bring himself to press charges 
against them? He sighed deeply 
and left the police station to begin 
preparations for his unhappy vaca- 
tion. 

Takomi was the youngest ser- 

f eant on the entire police force of 
okyo. Commissioner Sakouri 
constantly upbraided him for the 
breezy, informal manner he adop- 
ted when dealing with people and 
assignments, but the older man 
knew that 'Takomi could be de- 
pended up to do the job coura- 
geously and quickly. 

Takomi crossed the congested 
street and headed for his small, ba- 
chelor apartment. His mind was 
troubled by uneasy thoughts of 
home. True, he hadn’t been there in 
almost a year and a half, but cert- 
ainly people didn’t change as radi- 
cally as that in such a short time. 
He remembered when his father 
had been drowned while fishing for 
tuna. The whole town saw to it that 
Takomi, his sister and his mother 
were taken care of. In fact, it was 
through their unselfish generosity 
that Akau could go to teachers col- 
lege and that he was sent to the 
police academy. 

“It just doesn’t make any 
sense,” he muttered to himself as 
he climbed the flight of stairs to his 
place. The dull void in his heart 
was growing bigger and bigger by 
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the moment. His village, his own 
people — it couldn’t be possible. 

T akomi stepped off the train 
and stood stretching his 
cramped muscles gratefully on the 
deserted platform. He picked up 
his suitcase and began walking the 
well-remembered streets to his 
mother’s house. He hadn’t told any- 
one he was coming. The usually 
short walk took a while, however, 
because he was stopped by friendly 
faces at almost every doorway. 

“They’re so glad to see me,” he 
thought bitterly to himself. But he 
answered with lighthearted quips 
all their kindly inquiries about his 
health, his job, his future. 

Everything seemed perfectly 
normal; not much had changed 
since he had last seen the village. 
He paused for a moment before his 
mother’s door. Ha wondered what 
he would say to her. She could al- 
ways tell when he wasn’t being 
truthful. She said his ears turned 
bright red. Takomi took a comb 
from his pocket and tried to cover 
them with his straight, blue-black 
hair. He took a deep breath and en- 
tered the house. 

“Mama-san!” 

His mother turned with a stran- 
gled gasp of joy and ran to him. He 
hugged her and lifted her frail 
body until the neat little braided 
bun, now only beginning to streak 
with grey, nearly touched the white 
paper ceiling. 

He put her down gently and they 
stood looking at each other with- 
out speaking. His mother’s quick, 
limpid eyes were beginning to fill 
with tears of happiness. 

“You look well, my son.” 

“And so do you, Mama-san.” Ta- 
komi spoke brightly, but felt his 
heart clutch. As he watched his 
mother bustle about seeing to the 
preparations for his unexpected 
homecoming, he could see the 
change. Those fine lines in her face 
had deepened, broadened. She 
looked older, more tired, as if la- 
boring under a great tension. 

“Takomi I ” His sister Akau, just 
returned from school, dropped her 
books and ran to greet him. He 
warmly embraced her. He was 
very fond of his sister and was 
proud that she had become a 
teacher. But as she joined their 
mother in baking the feast, he no- 
ticed that she, too, was haggard. 
And there was a strange, almost 
haunted expression in her eyes. 

If Takomi couldn’t lie to his mo- 
ther, it was doubly impossible to 
keep anything from his sister. Late 
in the evening when Mama-san 


had retired for the night, she-sat 
down beside him. 

She looked at him for a moment, 
then said simply, “Why have you 
come?” 

Takomi knew it was useless not 
to tell the truth to her. He admit- 
ted his real reason for the home- 
coming. “But I hope and pray that 
I am wrong.” 

“You aren’t,” she replied softly. 
“You know these people as well as 
I do. And you also know that they 
wouldn’t even thing of violence. 
But, Takomi,” her voice shook 
with emotion, “things are hapiwn- 
ing. Weird, uncanny things. Fires 
break out for no reason; the tide 
goes back twenty feet farther from 
the shore; late at night strange 
noises fill the air. It’s getting so 
that even I am beginnii^ to believe 
that there are witches. Takomi, the 
people are frightened. They don’t 
know what to do. There’s an old 
woman — ^you remember her, 
Harlu. They say she is in league 
with evil spirits and that she’s the 
one responsible. I know it sounds 
silly and childish, like being afraid 
of the dark, but what other explan- 
ation is there? Takomi, I am fright- 
ened.” She began to sob. 

Takomi put his arms around his 
sister to comfort her. He had great 
faith in Akau’s judgment. He knew 
she wouldn’t stoop to mere super- 
stition, and if she said something 
was ween, then green it was. Ob- 
viously something was going on in 
the village to terrify the people so. 

“What can we do?” he asked. 

“I don’t know,” she said, wiping 
her eyes on the flowing sleeves of 
her house kimono. ‘There’s talk of 
burning Harlu at the stake. But 
don’t you see, Takomi — they’ve got 
to blame someone for what’s hap- 
pening. It’s human nature.” 

“Human nature or not, an inno- 
cent person’s life may hang in jeo- 
pardy. I think tonight I’ll pay a 
visit on Harlu.” 

“I’ll go with you,” said Akau, as 
she went to her room to put on 
street clothes. 

E ven as children, they were 
always sure that the old wo- 
man was more than half insane. 
And they had been petrified of her. 
A widow, she lived alone in a run- 
down hut right near the shoreline. 
She earned a living by repairing 
nets, which she did with amazing 
skill. Harlu also supplemented her 
income by concocting special herb 
teas that had wondernil healing 
properties. Financially, she had no 
complaints. But as far as social 
( Continued on page 52 ) 
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Deep within the great jungle 
dwelt a race of things — moving 
in darkness^ reeking of death, 
having no pity in their hearts! 


by GEOFFREY JACK 

have the guns?” 

iTJ.“5/, ,ni capitan. estan alii. They are 
waiting at the depot. Our men will pick them up 
late at night when no one will see them.” 

^‘‘Bueno. Follow me.” 

The two figures slunk into an alley, turned the 
corner, and went on the street. They assumed the 
character of pedestrians idly ambling by to see 
the few sights Cristobel had to offer. It was a 
relatively small town, tucked deep within the 
mountains, and under normal conditions, anyone 
wandering about would be sure to arouse suspi- 
cion. But these weren’t normal times. The inse- 
cure government had just set up one of its own 
men as alcalde, mayor, and had imported lackeys 
from the city to fill all the minor offices. The 
entire town was in a flux as each citizen worried 
what would happen next. 

Manuel and his leader, Don Filipc Gongoras, 
were part of a small but tightly-organized band 
of revolutionaries w’ho were violently opposed to 
the existing regime. Their members were recruited 
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“Guns are useless," one of the 
revolutionaries said. “I have 
seen these — these undead. No 
bullet will put an end to them." 
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mostly from the back country, 
mestizos and full-blooded Indians 
who had long felt the cruel and bit- 
ing lash common to all down- 
trodden masses. Don Filipe was 
probably just as corrupt and un- 
feeling, but to his men he represen- 
ted a change. And to an oppressed 
people, even a few crumbs of free- 
dom and dignity are welcome. 

FiliM, with Manuel in tow, 
crossed the small, sun-drenched 
laza and headed for the latter’s 
acienda located a few miles south- 
west of the town. Ordinarily Filipe 
would ride one of his stallions, but 
he enjoyed playing revolutionary. 
And part of his role was to be one 
of the camposinos, the common 

a le, who certainly could not af- 
the luxury of owning a horse. 
The year was 1819. All of South 
America was under turmoil. The 
lazy and incompetent Spanish no- 
blemen who comprised the puppet 
government had finally over- 
stepped their bounds with high 
taxes piled on higher ones and 
laws that restricted even the most 
basic human rights. Unselfish, de- 
dicated men like Bernardo O’Hig- 
gins, Bolivar, San Martin, da 
Costa Cabral followed the example 
of Mexico’s brave Padre Hidalgo 
and began the difficult, dangerous 
and oten heart-breaking task of 
winning self-government for all 
people. 

Filipe was attending the Univ- 
ersity of Madrid when the trouble 
broke out. He had fallen into the 
company of rich, young, would-be 
radicals. From two thousand 
miles away, the troubles of the 
poor people living in his own dis- 
trict began having a romantic glow 
for the youth. After taking two 
more courses on the theory behind 
government, Don Filipe decided 
that he would lead his peasants to 
victory. 

He left the university and sailed 
back home. By this time his father 
had died and he had reached his 
majority. The care and overseeing 
of the large estate was in his hands 
now. He organized his workers 
into fighters. He even convinced 
himself that he was sincere in his 
beliefs of self-government. Filipe’s 
new hobby took up most of his 
time. 

As the son of one of the several 
noble families living in Cristobel, 
he was naturally unsuspect of ra- 
dical leanings. Outwardly his life 
changed little — daily mass in the 
cathMral, office duties, flirting 
with all the proper girls in the ar- 
ea — and no one outside his small 
band of revolutionaries knew of his 
20 


double life. 

Except for one person. His 
nurse. 

After his wife had died giving 
birth to Filipe, Don Fredrico went 
in search of a woman to care for the 
infant. But it was difficult because 
the old man did not want a village 
woman. He had led a dissolute li- 
fe — drinking, wenching, cheating, 
gambling — that had continue 
long after he married. Don Fre- 
drico desired a fresh start for him- 
self, wanted the infant brought up 
by someone who knew little or no- 
thing about the sins of his father. 
He looked far and wide, and finally 
made his choice in the person of a 
full-blooded Indian who had spent 
most of her life living in the jungle. 
Vandra was proud, stately as only 
a native woman can be. Fairly old 
when Fredrico hired her, she.grew 
to an ancient age despising the fa- 
ther but loving the son. 

She quickly realized, with the 
non-verbal intuition some people 
have, what Filipe was about. She 
could see the shallowness of his de- 
sires and ideals. Self- 
govemment — ^yes, but led by res- 
ponsible people who wantM all 
others to be free. But even though 
she had raised him, she was still a 
servant. And now that her young 
charge had reached manhood, she 
kept her thoughts and fears locked 
even deeper within her heart. 

P I LI PE had ordered a ship- 
ment of guns from a placM 
called Ilion, New York. He had no 
idea of where it was, only vaguely 
pointing north when one of his 
lieutenants had questioned him on 
it. Somebody named Remington 
had just opened up an arms factory 
and Filipe jumped at the chance 
to secure weapons. Now his men 
could be armed just like all the 
other packets of revolutionaries he 
was always hearing about. 

Manuel, Filipe’s henchman, had 
been Don Fredrico’s head overseer. 
A short, fat man who wheezed con- 
stantly, he complemented Filipe’s 
cool, slender elegance. Perhaps 
that was his only function, for he 
was too bumbling and nervous to 
make a decent revolutionary. 

Evening found the small band of 
mis-matched men milling around 
the deserted depot. Since they were 
trying to appear at ease, they stood 
out all the more. But luckily no one 
was in si^ht. 

Don Filipe came riding up on a 
magnificent black horse. He liked 
to impress his followers from time 
to time with his nobility. It made 
them behave. 


“Vengan," he hissed. “Load the 
crates on the wagon.” He pointed 
with a manicured finger to the 
hock cart Manuel was driving. He 
stopped the two mules in front of 
the station, and the work began. 

Half an hour later, Filipe and 
his army weaved their way 
through the jungle to the ha- 
cienda. They had an important 
meeting to conduct on a matter of 
gravest importance. Several days 
ago Filipe had gone to a meeting of 
other local revolutionaries. He dis- 
covered that his group was the 
weakest, smallest, least armed of 
all. He was hurt. His pride de- 
pended on his being the best com- 
mander of the most organized, big- 
gest, bravest company of fighters. 

“Men,” he began as everyone 
was seated in the small out build- 
ing used for headquarters, “we 
need more recruits for our battle of 
freedom. And idea has just occur- 
red to me— we have strong, able- 
bodied women at home. We shall 
bring them into the movement. 
Wait,” he snapped, hearing low 
murmurs of protest from the men 
assembled in front of him. “This is 
war. We need all the fighters we 
can get. Nobody must be over- 
look^. And we’ll have to step up 
our rifle practice from three to five 
times a week.” 

“Pardoneme, senor,” came a 
meek voice from the rear of the 
room. 

“Quien es? Who dares to inter- 
rupt me? Garcia — ^what do you 
want?” 

“I do not wish to leave my famila 
alone at night. Por favor — couldn’t 
we fire the guns during the day?” 

“Don’t be a fool, Garcia! Impos- 
sible. Besides, your family is per- 
fectly safe.” 

“No, mi capitan. I have rela- 
tives who live in the mountains. 
They tell me of strange things seen 
at night. Of things that walk in the 
dark of the moon. Of creatures 
that ...” 

“That are creations of your own 
ignorance, Garcia,” came the gruff 
retort. “Listen all of you. We want 
freedom from the government. But 
we also want liberty from supersti- 
tion. And that includes your moun- 
tain creatures!” he snapped at the 
unhappy peasant who cowered 
from fear at his leader’s displea- 
sure. 

“But, Capitan," Garcia swal- 
lowed loudly and continued in a 
shaking voice, “already people 
have teen murdered by these — 
things.” 

(Continued on page H) 


You’ll never need to buy 
another pair of socks 
again for the rest 
of your life! 

( unless your laundry loses them) 


These revolutionary new nylon socks 
are made of yarn so practically 
indestructible . . .we unconditionally 
guarantee to give you FREE replacements 
—pair for pair— for any 
you ever wear a hole in! 


6 pair 

only $^98 

12 pair for $14.98 


When our new merchandise man was offered an 
exclusive on these indestructible nylons socks, he 
called the manufacturer a liar. 

"Can't be done!" he said. "If the socks are as 
strong and durable as you claim, they've got to 
be so stiff underfoot, they'll be unwearablel" 
"Kitten-soft," said the manufacturer. 

"Then they won't wash satisfactorily." 

"Always come out like new," barked the manu- 
facturer. "Permanent colors, lasting texture and 
shape." 

"Or you'll weasel the guarantee," added our 
man, doubtingly. 

"Unconditional!" snapped the manufacturer. 
"What's the catch?" 

"No catch, no secret!" said the manufacturer 
happily. "68 filaments of DuPont nylon per inch, 
throughout the sock. Woven so closely, they make 
most ordinary socks look like they're three- 
quarters air, by comparison! Styled by one of the 
world's great sock designers — for perfect pro- 
portion and fit. The yarn is guaranteed to be 
practically indestructible, in normal use. That 
"normal use" simply means regular ordinary 
wear — don't burn holes in them deliberately, 
or try to cut them with a scissors or razor." 

We still had to be shown. So we got samples. 
And we wore them. And wore them. And machine 
washed them. And Laundromatted them. And 
tortured them. Like wearing one pair for a week 


straight — ti|I we thought they'd drown in sweat. 
Then we washed them — with no sweat! They 
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render. We did. They're for real — and forever! 
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in a 6-pairj assortment of smart solid colors to 
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bled) . . . same forever guarantee! 
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The six mangled corpses made no sense until 
someone whispered the dread word — ^^Vampire!’” 


FEAST OF 
BLOOD 
FOR THE 
GIRL WHO 
COULDH’T DIE 

by MARTHA SCOTT 

E NID’S high heels clicked briskly on the pavement as she strode 
to work. The noise pieased her — so quick and efficient. She paused 
for a moment to gaze at her reflection in a store window. Trim, 
tailored, organized from her neat shoes right up to her modish hat, 
she was a perfect picture of a woman executive on her way up. 
She gave a pat to her hairdo then continued her way. Some people 
complained that she was cold-blooded. Enid smiied to herself. Maybe 
she was, but if a little ruthlessness was needed to get ahead in 
this miserable world, she had it, and more to spare besides. 

Enid Winter’s Advertising Agency — the name pieased her. There 
was something almost regal, almost commanding about it. The 
words just seemed to flow together like a navigatable but still turbul- 
ent river. 

Enid was head of her own company and by sheer weight of her 
dynamic personality managed to wedge herself into a world gener- 
ally dominated by men. Advertising can be a cruei and heartless 
occupation, but Enid found it exciting. And as she was totaiiy devoid 
of sentimentality, she encouraged the dog eat dog atmosphere that 
existed even within her own office. 

She entered the Madison Avenue building and pushed the button 
for the elevator that would send her shooting up to the fifteenth 
floor. While she was waiting she took another look at herself in 
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She ripped an arm off the unlucky 
victim to make certain that not a 
single drop of that precious life 
fluid had escaped the savage fory 
of her foul and gore-dotted fangs. 
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The blood-leech raised her hands. Almost blind with desire for that warm, 
faintly salty liquid, she hissed and began to approach the sole two witnesses. 


the mirror. Excellent— com- 
petent with just a hint of fake 
feminine helplessness. That should 
appeal to her masculine clients. 

The elevator opened its door and 
she got in. Less than a minute later 
she walked into her executive 
suite. 

“Come on, girls — coffee break’s 
over,” she called testily to the bevy 
of secretaries clustered around the 
morning newspaper. 

She watched with a certain 
amount of pride as the young wo- 
men quickly scurried away to their 
own desks. That was how to handle 
people. Be firm, unbending and 
yon 11 get results. 

“Any calls for me, Hawkins?” 

“Just one, Miss Winters. From 
Jim Waltars.” The overworked 
Hawkins nervously shoved a 
strand of dead brown hair from her 
worry-lined forehead. “He said it 
was important and you’re to re- 
turn the call. Other than that, it’s 
been a pretty ouiet morning.” 

“Bad sign, we should be so busy 
that we don’t have time to sit. And 
by the way, what were those gig- 
gling fools looking at?” 

“Oh, Miss Winters,” Hawkins’ 
owlish eyes grew even bigger, “an- 
other body’s been found. And just 
like the others, all the blood was 
drained from it.” She practically 
whispered the last phrase. 

“lou mean to tell me you al- 
lowed those babbling idiots to 
waste precious work hours reading 
nonsense in the papers? One more 
deal like that, Hawkins, and you’re 
fired!” 

“But it’s not nonsense, Miss 
Winters. Not at all. In less than 
seven weeks, five bodies have been 
discovered You should read the 
story in the paper.” 

“I only read the financial sec- 
tion, Hawkins. Haven’t time to 
waste looking at garbage foolish 
writers create just to sml papers. 
These stories are a pack of lies. Is 
that clear, Hawkins? Call Waltars 
and tell him to come here to see me. 
And order me some coffee,” she 
snapped as Hawkins trott^ out 
the door. 

A while later Jim Waltars ar- 
rived. 

“Come in, Mr. Waltars,” Enid’s 
voice dripped honey. “I’m so sorry 
to have kept you waiting but I’ve 
been ever so busy with accounts 
and things that I just don’t know 
where the time has flown.” 

“I haven’t been waiting long at 
all. Miss Winters,” came Waltars’ 
equally phoney reply. “And be- 
sides, looking at you I can see it 
was worth the wait;” 
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You hate my guts, you coward, 
thought Enid. She smiled and said, 
“Since it’s so near lunch time, let’s 
go out together, shall we?” 


T hey found a small, un- 
crowded restaurant and be- 
. gan the depressing act of disguis- 
ing ruthless business under a thin 
facade of friendly good cheer. They 
had just brought the negotiations 
to a close when Walters said, 
“Have another cocktail. Miss Win- 
ters.” 

“Oh, I couldn’t, Mr. Walters. 
I’ve had two already.” 

“You’ve had three, but who’s 
counting?” 

“Well, if you insist, just one 
more then.” 

As she sipp^ her drink she 
looked at Jim. Funny, she thought 
to herself, she never realized how 
blue Walters’ eyes were. 

“It’s getting late and I really 
have to get back to the office — 
oops!” Enid nearly fell on the 
floor. Several of the customers 
looked at her and grinned. 

“Oh no,” she half-wailed, “I’m 
drunk. Just like a silly high school 
girl. I’m plastered. I can’t go back 
to the office like this. I’ve never 

g otten tight on a business lunch 
efore, Mr. Walters — you’ve got to 
believe me.” 

“I do, Enid — ^you don’t mind if I 
call you by your first name, do you? 
No? Fine. I’m a little bombed my- 
self, if you must know. I guess it 
took us longer to close the account 
than either of us realized. So it 
really isn’t our fault.” 

“That’s just swell — now what 
are we both going to do?” 

“We can take a cab to my place, 
that’s what! It’s not far. We’ll be 
able to sober up and I’ll take you 
back to your office in no time. And 
if I do say so myself, I make fantas- 
tic coffee.” 

Enid agreed and the pair of 
them made the difficult journey to 
the street, and hy sheer luck man- 
aged to hail a cab in a matter of 
minutes. 

They climbed in and fell back 
against the seat. Walters gave the 
driver the address. The taxi star- 
ted up and they were on their way 
to the fashionable neighborhood 
Jim lived in. 

A while later, Walters pointed 
out the window. “Look, Enid, 
there’s where they found the latest 
victim — over there by those 
bushes.” 

“What victim — oh, you mean 
that vampire business? Well, do 
you want to know what I 
think. . .” and she gave Jim the 


same tirade she had barked at 
Hawkins, only in a more subdued 
voice. 

“It’s funny you said that, Enid, 
because the same thing also occur- 
red to me. Maybe it is just a publi- 
city stunt to get people to sub- 
scribe to the papers. As far as I 
know, nobody has seen any of the 
bodies. A friend of mine works in 
a hospital right nearby. It would 
seem logical that the cops would 
take the corpses to the nearest hos- 
pital, but they haven’t. Well, here 
we are.” 

The taxi pulled up in front of a 
luxury apartment building. It was 
odd, but for a man as drunk as 
Walters claimed to be, he was re- 
markably agile in hopping out of 
the cab, helping Enid get out, pay- 
ing the driver and escorting the 
stricken female executive to the el- 
evator. 

Once they were in his apart- 
ment, his self control was even 
more pronounced as he expertly 
mixed two more drinks and clev- 
erly steered the conversation 
around to lighter matters. A per- 
fect host, he did all that was in his 
power to make Enid feel relaxed 
and happy in her new surround- 
ings. 

What happened next was all too 
obvious. They wound up in bed 
together. Jim Walters was quite a 
lover, as even cold-blooded Enid 
had to admit, and no one could 
blame him after his fourth victory 
if he fell into a light slumber. 

It was late afternoon, almost 
merging into twilight, when his 
light snores became deep and re- 
nter. Enid looked at the sleeping 
form of the male beside her and 
smiled that secret smile she kept 
only for special occasions. 

Getting up and putting on Jim’s 
dressing gown, she walked to the 
window. ’The sun was beginning to 
set and the heavy, amber light was 
slowly fanning the buildings and 
gilding even the meanest of them 
until it shone like gold. 

She closed the curtain just as the 
last rays were swept behind the far- 
off Palisades. It was time. Enid 
walked back to the bed and looked 
once more at Jim. Then she at- 
tacked. 

Jim gasped and opened his eyes 
to see a hideous form once more 
descend on him. He yelled and 
tried to fend off the yellow fangs 
that went right for his throat. It 
was impossible to stop a thing that 
felt neither pain nor pity. He 
struggled briefly, but in moments 
stopped his efforts as blackness 


swelled around him. 

Enid sucked, lapped, drank until 
not a drop of blood was left in the 
young man’s body. She tore off an 
arm just to be certain that in her 
greed not a precous bit of life fluid 
had eluded her teeth. 

This had been an easy one. The 
others in the park had biren — ^well, 
messy to say the least. 'They were 
also more dangerous. She knew 
that Hawkins would give her the 
necessary alibi, Enid had been 
drunk Probably a dozen people 
would vouch for that. She had so- 
bered up and left Jim’s apartment. 
That was all. She had no idea who 
or what could have done such a 
ghastly, sickening murder. Per- 
fect. 

After human blood once again 
was incorporated into her system, 
she would be able to go out into the 
world once more. Even now she 
could feel her beauty returning. 
Her hair was beginning to grow 
back and those terrible scars 
would be disappearing in a few mo- 
ments. 

No, Enid was not always a hu- 
man leech. As a child she had been 
bitten, but not killed, by a vampire. 
Enid’s father thought he could 
save her from a horrible fate by 
sending her out of the country. 
People, food, even the very air of 
the old country lived and breathed 
lingering un-death. Enid was sent 
to school in France and later on 
came to New York to set up bu- 
siness. She changed her unpronun- 
ciable Slavic last name to “Win- 
ters” and became an American ci- 
tizen. But it was all useless. By a 
mere switch of nationalities and 
cultures she was no more able to 
halt the dread transformation in 
her body than if she had stayed in 
her native land. The change of cli- 
mate had helped to postpone her 
affliction but there was nothing ei- 
ther human or supernatural that 
could end it. 

She dressed herself and paused 
for a second in front of the mirror. 
No one could possibly guess her se- 
cret. 

L iza HAWKINS gagged on 
her toast the following morn- 
ing as the screaming black print of 
the headlines roared at her: 
“SIXTH VICTIM FOR THE 
BLOOD SUCKER!” 

Hawkins couldn’t control the 
tremble in her fingers as she 
opened the paper and read the arti- 
cle. “Christ, no — it’s Jim Wal- 
ters!” 

She felt tears of impotent rage 
(Continued on page SS) 
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“It would be extremely danger- 
ous to touch her,” he murmured in 
his sneering voice. “It will be an 
hour. — -perhaps two— before she 
will return to what you would call 
a normal state . . 

“You rotten bastard!” I snarled. 
“I ought to kill you, Lorentz . . .” 

“But you won’t,” he rasped. 
“You won’t do a thing.” 

I was silent. He was absolutely 
right. I wouldn’t do anything to 
him. I could not — I dared not. Lo- 
rentz spoke again. 

“Perhaps you won’t be so ready 
to scoff at us from now on, Mr. 
Forrester,” he leered. “You will 
not be so quick to call us crack-pots 
and phonies in the future — will 
you?” 

“No,” I groaned, utterly defeat- 
ed. “You win, Lorentz — ^all around 

“We’d better leave Miss Sim- 
mons alone for the time being,” he 
said. “She’s really enjoying Jier- 
self. An outsider like you can’t pos- 
sibly imagine what wonderful im- 
ages and visions she’s having. But 
enough of that. Come along with 
me . . .” 

I followed him like a helpless 
idiot. Lorentz led me into his pri- 
vate office — a room draped with 
dark velvet hangings and decorated 
with all the trappings and para- 
phrenalia one would expect to find 
in the office of a cult-leader. There 
were ugly, even hideous idols on 
pedestals, cases filled with books 
on magic and witchcraft, occult 
and astrological S3Tnbol3 every- 
where in the room. The air was 
heavy with the stink of some heavy, 
cioying incense which rose in 
clouds from a smoldering brazier 
by the door. 

“Sit down,” Conrad Lorentz 
said. It was an order rather than 
an invitation. “I think you’d better 
wait in here — ^where I can keep an 
eye on you.” 

I obeyed. There was nothing else 
I could do. Whatever happened 
afterwards, right now my main ob- 
session was to get Diane out of 
there — and to do that, I would have 
to play along with Conrad Lorentz, 
much as I loathed and detested the 
man. 

I’d had nothing but scoffing con- 
tempt for him at first — for him, for 
the dizzy “high priests and priest- 
esses,” and for the other half-baked 
followers of his weird cult. 

I had considered Conrad Lorentz 
a fake and a fraud — a money- 
hungry voluptuary, a satyr who 
used his cult as nothing but a 
source of profit and orgiastic plea- 





THE TAROT DECK: 

“Tarot” means “That which 
was; That which is; That which 
shall be.” Tarot is that mys- 
terious SOME'I'HING which ex- 
ists in a dimension apart from 
everyday life. This SOME- 
'THING exists before Man was 
created, and it will exist in 
eternity. 

Tarot is actually a secret, 
book disguised as a pack of 
cards. 56 of the total of 78 
cards are called minor trumps. 
'These are divided into four 
suits representing the four ele- 
ments or “states” of the world. 
'These four suits are given dif- 
ferent names than ordinary 
playing cards but correspond 
in some ways. 'They are: Wands 
(clubs). Cups (hearts). 
Swords (spades), and Penta- 
cles (diamonds). In order, 
they stand for Fire, Water, 




Air, Earth. The most impor- 
tant Tarot cards are the 22 
major trumps. These are pic- 
ture cards and are numbered 
from zero to twenty-one. Each 
major trump has a special 
title and meaning according to 
each suit being played. 

“The Hanged Man” means 
“suspended mind” because 
“man” and “mind” come from 
the same Sanskrit word. 'The 
Hanged Man refers to the ter- 
ror of the supernatural and 
Man’s powerlessness to resist 
it. When the Hanged Man is 
drawn, it means that unearthly 
forces have taken control of 
the player’s life — that some- 
thing strange is about to hap- 
pen — and there is nothing he 
ran do about it ... It is the 
supremacy of the supernatu- 
ral, the inevitability of the un- 
known. 




sure. I hadn’t changed my mind 
about any of that — ^but I had been 
forced to admit that the man did 
have some strange power. I’d seen 
enough evidence of that in the form 
of phenomena I could not possibly 
explain. 

I knew that both Diane and I 
were powerless against Lorentz. 
Who would listen to me if I com- 
plained? And, even if someone 
would listen, I — God help me — was 
terrified of what Lorentz could do 
to both of us in revenge ! 

“Well, Forrester, what do you 
intend doing now?” the cultist 
asked when he’d seated himself be- 
hind the ornately-carved Chinese 
table he used as a desk. He was 
completely at his ease, absolutely 
sure of himself. 

"I want to take Diane home,” 1 
said, feeling a cold shudder rip 
along my spine. “I want to get her 
away from here.” 

“You’ll be free to do so, as soon 
as she ‘comes back,’ ” Lorentz 
smirked. “She’s rather far away at 
present — in a cataleptic state about 
which you understand nothing. 
You may take her anywhere you 
wish after she returns to what 
you’d call a ‘normal’ state. I warn 
you, though, that she’ll want to 
come back — ^that she’ll insist on 
coming back to us afterwards . . .” 

“I’ll risk that!” I snapped. Lo- 
rentz only chuckled. I changed my 
tactics. “Look,” I began, pleading 
with him, “why don’t you break 
this hypnotic spell or whatever you 
use on your vie — on your follow- 
ers — that you have on Diane. I’ll 
pay you . . .” 

Lorentz waved off that one with 
an impatient gesture of contempt. 

“Diane Simmons has more 
money than you do, Forrester,” he 
declared coldly, “Besides, she is a 
very attractive young woman. I 
want her — and I intend having her. 
I also intend getting as much of 
her money as possible.” 

“That’s outright robbery! You 
could be sent to prison,” I told him. 
“You could be . . .” 

“Oh, stop!” he snorted, cutting 
me off in mid-sentence. “I’ve been 
operating the Circle of Selena for 
nearly fifteen years. I’ve never 
even been arrested. The few people 
who have tried to make trouble for 
me have regretted it.” 

I was sick at heart, revolted. I 
didn’t have the slightest doubt that 
everything he said was true. Con- 
rad Lorentz had been operating in 
Southern California for a long 
time. His cult, “The Circle of Se- 
lena” had ( Continued on page i6) 
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SIIENT SPIRIT 
FROM THE GRAVE 

For more than fifty years my job has been to investigate 
psychic happenings. But never in my life have I ever faced 
anything so terrifying as the spectre 
stalking the halls of Breakwood Manor! 



by GABRIEL VARNEY 

44 PLEASE, Mr. Varney," the young 

V/ girl begged, tears filling her crystal 
eyes, “you’ve got to help us. I can’t live in 
that house a minute longer. And now with Mo- 
ther sick and all, I. . .’’ She collapsed in a 
fit of weeping. 

“It’s all right, Miss Rogers,” I said, patting 
her arm. “I’ll take the assignment. I’ll be over 
at Breakwood Manor sometime early tomor- 
row morning. Now you go and get some rest. 
After what you’ve been through, you deserve 
it." 

The plucky girl smiled and left the office. 
I went over to the water cooler and took one 
of those pills that young fool of a doctor had 
given me. High blood pressure — too old to 
practise? Ha! I’m 72 years old and feel like 
a boy of twenty. They all wanted me to retire 


Chris sreamed and tore herself from Boh’s strong hands. 
She ran, and before any of us could stop her, raced into 
the great hall — the most dangerous part of the whole house. 



ten years ago and I did — al- 
most. But when a .iuicy case like 
this Breakwood thing comes along, 
Her Majesty’s Guards couldn’t 
hold me back. 

.1 went to my files. “Hmmm, 
wonder if I have anything on the 
old house.” I talk to myself when 
I’m alone. People say I do because 
I’m getting senile. I say it’s be- 
cause there’s no one else I’d rather 
talk to. 

I’ve been a private detective for 
fifty-four years and it’s been 
nearly a half century since I began 
to specialize. Even now there are 
very few men in my field. And 
what is my specialty; you ask. It’s 
3impl§Tri-I am a ghost hunter. Peo- 
ple cfljftq to me with all kinds of 
problems usually related to super- 
natural disturbances. I solve them 
with careful investigation. Gener- 
ally the cause of these psychic 
manifestations lies in leaky drains 
and flapping shutters, but there 
have been several cases where ac- 
tual spirits have been sighted. 
These are the ones that interest me 
the most, and the occurances at the 
Manor seem to point to ghosts for 
their origin. 

I did have something on Break- 
wood Manor, a newspaper clipping 
dated 17 August 1904. 'The house 
had just been let into the hands of 
new owners. While in ihe midst of 
some renovations, they came 
across the grave of a child who ap- 
parently had died during the rei^ 
of Elizabeth I. The tiny corpse was 
wrapped in lead foil, and from the 
remains of her costume, was ob- 
viously of noble blood. That was all 
the article said, but at least it gave 
me something tangible to work 
from. 

The next morning I drove the 
fifty miles from London to Break- 
wood Manor. Located in the mid- 
dle of an over-grown park, the 
house was an imposing structure. 
Part of the building was Norman 
and the rest was Tudor, with some 
classical trim that could date only 
from the eighteenth century. But it 
all seemed to fit, and the image it 
created was one of grace and com- 
fort. Definitely not the terror- 
ridden mansion I was led to expect. 

Chris Rogers was standing by 
the gate as I approached. She hop- 
ped into my car and we drove down 
the stately avenue to the house. 

“You’ve got a lovely place here. 
Miss Rogers. And unless I am very 
much mistaken, those cedars on ei- 
ther side of the road are three hun- 
dred years old.” 

“You’re right, Mr. Varney, and 
please call me Chris. I’m sorry 
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about what happened yesterday. 
Usually I’m not such a baby, but so 
much is going on. Most of the ser- 
vants have left and I’m at my wit’s 
end trying to think of excuses for 
Mother. She’s too ill to be told 
what is going on. Look, there’s Bob 
on the veranda.” She waved to a 
tall figure sitting on a balustrade. 
He waved back vigorously and 
jumping down, started running to- 
wards us. 

I stopped the car at the entrance 
and we W)th got out. 

“Mr. Varney, this is Bob Tomp- 
kins, my fiance. Bob, this is the fa- 
mous Gabriel Varney.” 

“Not as famous as lucky, my 
dear. Glad to meet you. Bob. Now 
tell me what is going on. Your girl 
wasn’t terribly specific.” 

“Not until you’ve had your tea,” 
said Chris as she took my arm. The 
two of them escorted me to the 
drawing room. Chris rang the bell 
for tea and while we were waiting, 
the young people began their 
strange story. 

“Let me tell it, honey,” Bob said 
in a distinctly American accent. 
“Chris’ grandparents got this 
place years ago and up until a few 
months ago everything was fine. 
Chris’ father was an American 
and before he died, he sent her to 
the States to go to school. That’s 
where I met her,” he turned to hold 
her hand. “We graduated and de- 
cided to be married. I was offered 
a job near London and everything 
was turning out perfectly.” 

“I hadn’t been home for nearly 
four years,” Chris cut in. “And 
when I walked into the main hall, 
I knew something was wrong — 
dreadfully wrong. The servants 
were so cold and frightened. And I 
noticed they kept the lights burn- 
ing all night. John, the head man, 
took me aside and told me not to 
mention anything to Mother, but 
that something ghostly was hap- 
pening. I said he was being silly. 
But that very night I heard it. And 
I saw it!” 

“Saw what, Chris?” I asked 
gently. 

“The ghost — ^the child’s ghost. 
It — it was horrible!” 

Luckily the tea arrived at that 
moment and Chris composed her- 
self to pour it. 

, Later on I was taken upstairs to 
meet Mrs. Rogers. 

“What did you say your name 
was — ^Varlet?’’ The elderly woman 
cupped her hand to her ear. “And 
what are you going in my house?” 

“Mother,” Chris sat on the bed 
and placed her arm across the 
older woman’s shoulders, “Mr. 


Varney is from the insurance com- 
pany.” Her eyes glanced pleadin- 
gly up to mine. 

“Quite right, Mrs. Rogers. I am 
here to do a re-appraisal of your 
house and its contents. I promise I 
won’t disturb you in the least.” 

“Well, see that you don’t,” she 
snapped crossly. “I don’t want any- 
one snooping around. Hand me 
my knitting, child, then all of you 
leave.” 

We single-filed out of the sick 
room and stood in the hall. Even 
though I was probably much older 
than Mrs. Rogers, she had the abil- 
ity to make me feel like a naughty 
schoolboy. Bob noticed my crest- 
fallen appearance and laughed. 

“Makes you feel like you just got 
caught stealing cookies, huh, Mr. 
Varney? Don’t worry, you’ll get 
over it soon. She’s really a very 
nice woman — deep down. Come on, 
let me show you the rest of the 
house.” 

We had an hour tour of the place 
and then stopped for lunch. A 
while later I asked to see where the 
ancient corpse had been found. 

“How could you possibly know 
about that?” Chris asked amazed. 

“I’ve done my homework, my 
dear,” I answered mysteriously. 
Call it vanity, but I do like to keep 
my clients guessing. And there is 
nothing exciting about a well- 
organized file cabinet! 

We went down into the vault. 

“When my CTandfather had the 
house lowered to accomodate a 
new drainage system, he found the 
body here,” Chris said as she poin- 
ted to a slight indentation in the 
dank earth. “We assumed the child 
was a Barlette and had her buried 
in the churchyard across from the 
other end of the house. The Bar- 
lettes were an ancient family who 
finally died out. My mother’s mo- 
ther was related to them in some 
way and that is how we got the 
house. Grandfather paid all the 
back taxes on the estate and then 
moved in.” 

Next I asked to be shown the li- 
brary. It was located at the oppo- 
site end of the mansion. A dreary 
enough room. It contained hun- 
dreds of volumes and looked as if it 
hadn’t been entered in years. 

“My grandfather had another li- 
brary built and that is the one we 
use,” Chris explained. “Most of 
these books come from the Bar- 
lette’s. Someday I’m going to go 
through them — they look interest- 
ing.” 

“Well, I am going through them 
right now. Here,” I said, handing 
Bob the keys to my car, “take Chris 


on a nice ride. Both of you could 
use a day off. I’ll be here to hold the 
fort, as you Americans say.” 

They left and I sat down to work. 
What goes behind the scenes of 
ghost-hunting is far from the gla- 
morous occujjation it is believed to 
be. Most of it is just plain hard 
work, careful attention to detail 
, that requires a great deal of pa- 
tience. 

It was nearly nightfall before I 
finally found what I was looking 
for. I put it into my pocket and 
went to find a lavatory where I 
could wasji off several centuries’ 
worth of grime from my hands. 
Then I joined the others in the 
main dining room. 

6 6 Ter HAT— ARE you still 
” here, Varlet? I thought 
you’d be finished hours ago. In my 
day, people would have the com- 
mon decency to leave a person al- 
one. Wait a minute,” Mrs. Ro^rs 
said suspiciously, “now that I re- 
call, we have no insurance. Chris- 
tine, what is this man doing here? 
Out with it! I may be an old hag, 
but I am not a stupid one.” 

“You’re neither old nor a hag, 
Mrs. Rogers.” I said placatingly. 
“I am here becaus^our daughter 
asked me to come. 'Ine truth of the 
matter is, you’ve got a ghost and 
my job is to find what it is and how 
to release it.” 

“A ghost? Here? Varlet, you’re 
either a joker or a madman.’’ 

“Now, Mother,” Chris said soo- 
thingly, “calm yourself and finish 
your soup.” 

“Well, as long as you’re here, 
you may as well join us,” said Mrs. 
Rogers with a not ungracious wave 
of her hand. “This ghost business 
sounds rather interestii^. Tell me 
what you think it is.” Sie folded 
her hand and stared at me. 

I sat down. After a slight pause, 
I said, “To tell you the truth. I’m 
still not entirely sure. But one 
thing I can tell you — tonight is go- 
ing to be very important. By the 
way, Mrs. Rogers, have you ever 
heard the name Alice Barlette?” 

“Alice Barlette? No, I — no, 
wait. Come to think of it, I have. 
Something I overheard once as a 
child. But I can’t remember any- 
thii^ else.” 

“Before this night is through, 
you will remember, and you’ll 
learn a lot more besides. And that 
goes for the pair of you over there 
too. But I want you all .to remem- 
ber one thing: what will happen 
tonight is a dream, an illusion. It’s 
not real and it cannot harm you in 
any way. The real danger of spirits 


lies in the fear they create. It is this 
fear that drives mortals to do harm 
to themselves. A ghost never has 
and never will hurt a human being. 
A^ bad consequences are self- 
inflicted by the person who sees the 
ghost. It IS vital that all three of 
you keep this foremost in your 
minds.”' 

There was a dead silence in the 
room, broken only by the steady 
tick-tock of the ancient clock in the 
comer of the CTeat hall. 

Finally Bob cleared his throat. 
“Then there is a ghost, Mr. Var- 
nCT. But how can you be certain? 
What proof do you have?” 

"None, Bob. But all signs point 
to the existance of a trapped 
spirit.” 

“The child, I suppose,” put in 
Chris quietly. 

“Yes, but there is also another 
agent involved. Bob, after dinner, 
have the servants get us some 
shovels. Chris, I want you to stay 
with your mother tonight. You are 
all going to go throu^ a harrow- 
ing experience and I want you to 
prepare yourselves for a shock. I 
don't mean to alarm you need- 
lessly, but I think it is fairer to 
warn you ahead of time.” 

Dinner being over, we retired to 
the drawing room. Bob and Mrs. 
Rogers began a half-hearted game 
of cards. Chris played some Cle- 
ment! sonatas for me on the piano. 
Time hung heavily on our hands. 

Finally at eleven o’clock I sug- 
gested that Chris take her mother 
upstairs. Bob went with me to in- 
spect the equipment, then we 
joined the ladies in the older wo- 
man’s room. 

Chris and her mother were sit- 
ting side by side on the bed, their 
faces drawn, pale as they waited 
for the unknown to happen. The 
four of us felt the strain as the min- 
utes ticked slowly by with fright- 
eningly regularity. 

T CAN’T stand it any longer!” 

Chris screamed suddenly. 
She ran from the rest of us down 
the corridor and into the hall. In a 
second Bob bounded after her. He* 
caught Chris just as she ap- 
roached the great hall. Putting 
is arms around the hysterics 
girl, he tried to calm her. 

From where Mrs. Rogers and I 
were seated we could hear that Bob 
was having no success at soothing 
Chris’ flayed nerves. 

“Go to my daughter, Varlet,” 
Mrs. Rogers said in a faint voice. 
“She needs you right now more 
than I do. I’ll be fine by myself.” 

I didn’t want to leave the coura- 


geous woman alone, but I knew 
Bob wouldn’t be able to handle 
Chris’ hysteria. Promising to re- 
turn as quickly as possible, I hur- 
ried out of the room. 

I help^ Bob half help the near- 
unconscious Chris to the foot of the 
stairs. We got a decanter of brandy 
fit)m the sideboard and began 
spooning the burning liquid down 
Chris’ throat. Her eyes fluttered, 
then opened. She moaned, “I 
don’t. . .” 

“Help — ^for God’s sake, help 
me!” came the frantic voice of Mrs. 
Ro^rs. Bob and I raced up the 
stairs. 

The screams came again, then 
stopped. We burst through the 
door to find her in a dead faint. 

Chris had roused herself and 
came to the aid of her mother. 

“I saw it,” Mrs. Roger’s voice 
quivered with terror. “It came at 
me and raised its arms and ... oh 
God!” 

Chris flung her arms about her 
mother. 

“What, Mrs. Rogers. What did 
you see? It is vital that we know. 
Pull yourself together, woman!” 
My words were sharp but they had 
the desired effect. In seconds, Mrs. 
Rogers was cohereant. 

“The ghost of the child, Varlet,” 
came the weak reply. “She was 
dressed in old-fashioned clothing. 
She passed through the small door 
over there. I was paralyzed by fear. 
She stood looking for something in 
the comer, then turned to me. I 
think she was trying to say some- 
thing — ^but then I blacked out. 
Chris, for God’s sake don’t leave 
me!” 

“Bob, where does that door lead 
to?” 

“That’s the thing, Mr. Varney. 
It doesn’t lead anywhere. The pas- 
sageway was blocked off hundreds 
of years ago.” 

I had Chris take the stricken wo- 
man to her own room. Bob went 
down and brought pixaxes. After a 
few practice swings we began 
knocking down the ancient wall. 

Once freed of its barricade, the 
door led to a narrow passageway 
thickly encrusted with dust and 
cobwebs. Taking several candles. 
Bob and I began traveling down a 
corridor that had not felt the touch 
of anything human in centuries. 

“If iiiy calculations are correct, 
we should make a left turn right 
about here,” I indicated with my 
candle. And just as I had suspec- 
ted, a wide opening yawned at us 

(Continued on page S9 ) 
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by WHITTIER FOWLES 

T he rite of exorcism, the 
casting out of evii spirits 
lodged within a human being, is 
an old one indeed. And while 
many of the more liberal of to- 
day’s theologians tend to doubt 
its usefullness, nevertheless it is 
still a part of most organized rel- 
igions. I have no desire to raise 
complicated questions of theol- 
ogy in my column; my sole pur- 
pose is to relate a bit of history 
behind this interesting facet of 
human history. I am neither de- 
fending nor opposing exorcism. 
I have no intention of justifying 
the existence of evil spirits. I 
leave it up to the intelligent 
reader to draw his own conclu- 
sions. 

Exorcism comes from the 
Greek word Exorkizo (to put an 
oath to, to swear) and has its 
toots in the Persian and Zoroas- 
trian mystery cults that flour- 
ished from about 700 B.C. to ap- 
proximately 900 A.D. (although 
Zoroastrianism in a slightly mo- 
dified form still exists today) in 
an attempt to explain the pre- 
sence of evil on earth. They 
upheld the concept that there 
was an eternal conflict between 
right and wrong, good and bad, 
that would go on until the end 
bf the world, with the good’s ev- 
entual triumph over the forces of 
darkness. Those on the side of 
lightness were called angels; 
those opposed, devils. Both war- 
ring factions did battle right here 
on earth and were constantly 
searching for human allies. 

The early Christians adopted 
the concept of a Dualistic sys- 
tem (good pitted against evil). It 
is true that devils existed in the 
religion of the Jews, but these 
evil spirits kept mainly in the 


background. After Satan had 
tempted Adam and Eve in the 
Garden of Paradise, he stepped 
back and let what he had begun, 
to snowball naturally into wars, 
famine and pesilence. In fact in 
the entire Old Testament, only 
once is the subject of wicked 
spirits ever brought up — the 
Witch of Endor in I Samuel, 28:7. 

The Jews were content to trust 
in the goodness of God to com- 
bat evil. But the Christians were, 
in a sense, more paranoid. 
Devils were everywhere, hiding 
in tree tops, in wells, in door- 
ways, all ready to tempt the un- 
wary traveler and carry him off 
into Hell. The Christian had to be 
constantly on his guard against 
the demonic hosts. 

In three separate places of the 
New Testament is the parable 
of Christ’s healing a possessed 
man mentioned — Matthew 8:32; 
Mark 5:13; Luke 8:33. A poor 
traveler appealed to Christ for 
help. He could not control the 
twitching in his arms and legs 
(this may be a description of 
epilepsy). Christ drives out the 
devil; it goes into a herd of swine 
grazing nearby; the pigs rush 
madly to the edge of a cliff and 
hurl themselves over. 

Whether or not this is a true 
story is debatable, of course, but 
it does bring up an interesting 
point. Whenever a devil is driven 
out, it must go somewhere else. 
Often a flask with a stopper is 
placed near the possessed one’s 
lips (the genie in the bottle?) 
and the demon is captured, the 
vessel tightly sealed, and the 
whole thing is cast into the sea. 

T he fear of devils reached 
epidemic proportions 
during the Middle Ages, where 
whole villages suspected of har- 


boring evil spirits were leveled 
and the citizens brutally slaugh- 
tered (and don’t forget about our 
own Salem Witch Trials, which 
were headed by some of the fin- 
est minds of Cononial America). 
A long and often complicated ri- 
tual was needed to drive out de- 
mons. 

The Roman and Greek Ortho- 
dox churches still retain the po- 
sition of exorciser; it is the sec- 
ond of the four minor orders, al- 
though in the Greek church the 
exorciser generally isn’t ord- 
ained. And while the ritual is not 
put to much use today, it still 
survives in the Rituale Ro- 
manum. It is as follows. The ex- 
orciser reads the Litany of the 
Saints. Next he recites an Our 
Father in secrete (silent, but 
moving the lips); then two 
prayers are said, the first is tor 
the one possessed and the other, 
an admonishment of the unclean 
spirit. Later, these chapters from 
the Bible are read: John I, Mark 
16, and Luke 10 or 11. The exor- 
ciser places the end of his stole 
(a long, purple ribbon worn 
about the neck) on the suppli- 
cants shoulder and his right 
hand on his head. Three long ex- 
orcisms are pronounced, with a 
special prayer that the released 
victim be not again inflicted. No- 
wadays a bishop’s permission is 
needed to perform it, and of 
course is done only rarely, na- 
mely for the people who are 
troubled by unquiet ghosts in 
their homes. But the point is that 
centuries after we’ve reached 
the age of science and left the 
age of faith long behind, exor- 
cism is still resorted to. 

The Rituale Romanum defines 
possession as, “the inward con- 
trol of human limbs and organs 
by an 

(Continued on page 38) 
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REVENGE FROM HELL 

( Continued from page 9) 

A few farmers complained to the 
authorities after their chicken 
coops had been broken into; a few 
more walking home from the 
town’s sole tavern had claimed to 
have seen the figure of a creature, 
half man, half animal, stalking the 
moonlit meadows that comprised 
much of Glenwood Falls. The sur- 
rounding countryside was origin- 
ally owned by Indians, and this 
creature was supposedly the incar- 
nation of a great and powerful me- 
dicine man. 

“How the mighty have fallen,” 
yawned Ellen. “Reduced to swip- 
ing chickens. Thank goodness for 
social security.” 

Martha shot a quick “If looks 
could kill” glance and continued 
reading. The monster’s name was 
Kishmo. He was stronger than a 
horse, faster on foot than a hare . . . 

“Able to leap tall buildings at a 
single bound. It seems to me I’ve 
heard all this before.” 

. . . more agile than a snake and 
much smarter than a fox. Kishmo 
hated the white man for stealing 
his land, and vowed to seek rev- 
enge. After his physical death, his 
spirit came back to haunt the set- 
tlers. Kishmo could take any ani- 
mal form he wanted and usually 
chose either the wolf or the bear. 

Martha reverently closed the 
book 

“I bet that story went over big 
with the young blades escorting 
their sweeties home from the husk- 
ing bee, or whatever they did for 
kicks back then. Speaking of kicks, 
my dear, I regret to inform you 
that I am still bored. Your story, 
although most enlightening, did 
little to relieve this all- 
encompassing heaviness of the air 
that seems to categorize your 
abode.” 

Just then the phone rang. 
Martha nearly knocked Ellen over 
in her haste to answer it. 

“Hello.” She covered the mouth- 
piece with her hand. “It’s your fa- 
ther.” She spoke into the receiver. 
“What’s up. Uncle Bill? Sure, 
she’s fine. Here,” she passed the 
phone to Ellen. 

“Hi, Dad — I’m so glad to hear 
from you. What — another week? 
No, nothing — it’s just that I’m a 
little tired of being here. OK, I 
know you’re busy. Goodbye.” 

She hung up the receiver. 
“Guess what,” she said in a hollow 
voice. 

36 


“I’ve already guessed. And if it’s 
any comfort, I'm just as sick of you 
as you are of me.” 

“It’s not you, Martha,” said El- 
len, lying through her teeth, “it’s 
this place. Heaven knows I cert- 
ainly don’t miss my father — ^we 
never did care for each other — ^but 
I had wanted him to take me away 
from here. And I wish he trusted 
me enough to let me stay alone in 
the first place. I’d really have some 
fun then!” 

“Well, I was going to save it as 
a surjjrise, but since you’re so 
down in the dumps. I’ll tell you 
right now. There’s a dance tonight 
— at the church. Mom and Dad 
said we could go if we wanted to.” 

“Zowie,” said Ellen, not quite 
enthusiastically. “But at least it’s 
something. What time does the 
country cotillion start?” 

“At eight o’clock. And if you’re 
good. I’ll get you a date. IVe al- 
ready sort of promised I’d go with 
Tom.” 

“Thank goodness — ^that means I 
don’t have to go with him. You’re 
a real queen, Martha.” 

“So maybe Tom isn’t as sophisti- 
cated as the guys you probably 
date, but he’s a nice boy. Go wash 
your hair or something while I try 
to round you up a date. Oh, I al- 
most forgot to tell you — it’s going 
to be a costume party. Everylx)dy’s 
going to dress up like pioneers. We 
can wear some of Grandmother’s 
old stuff. There’s trunks of it in the 
attic.” 

OME HOURS LATER, the 
two girls waited impatiently 
in front of the house for their 
dates. Both wore old-fashioned clo- 
thing that was oddly flattering to 
them. Martha had on a bright yel- 
low dress, cut plain. Ellen’s was a 
cheerful gingham number with 
plenty of flounces. She nervously 
toyed with the ruffles. 

‘When are they coming, 
Martha? You said at half past 
seven. It’s later than that now. I 
can’t stand to be kept waiting.” 

“Don’t worry, they’ll be here 
soon. And since Mother and Dad 
won’t be back before tomorrow, we 
can stay out as late as we please. 
Isn’t that exciting! ” 

“Frankly, no. Dad lets me stay 
out as late as I want to eve^ night, 
now that I’m eighteen. Even on 
school nights.” 

The girls’ conversation was in- 
terrupted by the sounds of an an- 
cient automobile wheezing its way 
up the steep hill that separated 
Martha’s house from the road lead- 


ing to the village. The car shud- 
dred to a halt and two boys jumped 
out. 

Tom, Martha’s boyfriend, called 
out, “Hi, girls. This is my friend 
Dick.” 

“So what happened to Harry?” 
cut in Ellen sarcastically. 

“He’s in the back seat. We’re go- 
ing to pick up his date next. Come 
on. Sorry we’re late, but the car 
kept breaking down.” 

Ellen and Martha climbed in, 
and the young people went to pick 
up the third girl. Mandy, it turned 
out, was a great big, jolly girl who 
had them in gales of laughter long 
before they even got to the dance. 

In spite of herself, Ellen was be- 
ginning to enjoy herself vaguely. 
The party was held in the church 
basement which was decked out 
with colored streamers, flashing 
lights and paper flowers. There 
even was a live band that played 
music ranging from square danc- 
ing right up to the latest acid rock. 
The older people sat on the sides 
during some of the wilder dancing 
and watched the young folk with 
amused smiles. 

T here was also someone 
else who watched the 
dancers, but not with a very 
benevolent eye. The figure 
crouched in the shadow of the over- 
hanging eaves; fi-om his uncom- 
fortable vantage point he could see 
into the basement window quite 
clearly, could watch the girls in 
their long gowns and the young 
men in their frock coats swirling 
about to music, not the same music 
it was true, but still it was the un- 
pleasantly grating, un-Indian 
sounds he associated with the pale 
devils who had stolen his land. 

White men had come to the 
peaceful falls, had driven off his 
cattle, murdered his brothers, 
raped his women. The memory of 
the great Kishmo was long, far 
longer than the fire sticks the in- 
vaders, intruders had used against 
his people. 

He arched the small of his back 
to lean forward. Through the small 
window his eyes focused on one fe- 
male in particular. Her long gar- 
ment floated like the multi-colored 
mists rising from the falls as she 
performed her tribal dance. Her 
hair shone like the amber some- 
times found near the water. 

Her mere presence inspired in 
Kishmo, for it was indeed he who 
hid in the darkness, long-forgotten 
memories of desire and lust. But 

( Continued on page 5i) 
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ADVENTURES IN 
WITCHCRAFT 

( Continued on page SU ) 

agent distinct from their owner.” 
When you stop to consider it, then 
all forms of baptism are simplified 
rites of exorcism. The person to be 
baptized (or in the case of an in- 
fant, his godparents) must swear 
to uphold the sacred laws of the 
church and “to renounce Satan 
and all his pomp.” The devil lurk- 
ing within the individual is driven 
out by the application of salt in 
some cases and by immersion into 
water. 

An interesting sideline of the 
question of demonic power ap^ars 
in one of the saint’s lives. St. Bene- 
dict, who perhaps may be entirely 
a fictional character, had jealous 
enemies who had tried to poison 
him. By refusing to drink the tain- 
ted liquid, he pronounced one of 
the most famous exorcisms of all 
times; 

Vade retro, Satana! 

Numquam suade mihi vana. 

Sunt mala quae libas. 

Ipse venena bibas. 

(Get you back, Satan! 

Don’t suggest vain things to 

me. 

You ojfer but an ill potion. 

Drink the poison yourself. ) 
This incantation was used widely 
from St. Benedict’s time (4th and 
5th centuries, A.D.) right up to the 
sixteenth. 

We don’t know if evil spirits 
really do “wander about the world 
seeking the ruin of souls.” And 
perhaps devils and other things 
that go bump in the night are mer- 
ely representations of man’s basic 
fears of hunger, loneliness and 
death. But one thing remains crys- 
tal clear. That the terror of the un- 
known, of the dark, of evil, has had 
a lasting impression on us all. 

THE END 


FEAST OF BLOOD 

( Continued from page 25 ) 

and frustration start from her 
eyes. Walters for all his cold bu- 
siness sense and coarse jokes had 
been kind to her. He was one of the 
few clients Miss Winters had who 
hadn’t treated her like dirt. The 
others who died in the Park — she 
hadn’t known them. But Walters 
wasn’t a statistic — he was a per- 
son, someone who felt and brea- 
thed and laughed. 

“And now he’s dead,” Hawkins 
murmured dully. 
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Liza had guessed Enid’s secret 
right from the start. She had been 
her private secretary for more 
than five years, and in a way loved 
Enid. Hawkins had a secret too. 
She had been a drug addict. Enid 
had literally taken her from the 
gutter, helped her to cure herself 
and had given her a job when no 
one else would hire her. She knew 
Enid demanded a lot, but the lady 
executive also gave a lot in return. 
And Liza never forgot either a hurt 
or a favor. 

The phone rang. 

“Yes, Miss Winters, I’ll do any- 
thing you say. You were taken ill 
yesterday and went home. I called 
you at five to see how you were. Oh 
yes, I know what to say.” She hung 
up the phone and wept bitter tears. 

E nid spent the day with rou- 
tine matters. The police had 
come twice to speak with her, but 
it was more just for show than any- 
thing else. 'They knew no frail wo- 
man could possibly do such perver- 
ted damage to a healthy young 
male, and Waltars’ corpse was in- 
describably mutilated. Plus Haw- 
kins had stood up for her all the 
way. She wasn’t in the least sus- 
pected of the sickening murder. 

Night came and Enid felt the 
longing again. Usually one victim 
would keep her content for a few 
days. But the murder of Jim had 
fired up her desires until she was 
no longer in control of her pas- 
sions. 

The park again, only this time it 
was a young woman walking al- 
one. She didn’t put up a big strug- 
gle and Enid didn’t remember 
what she even looked like. But the 
blood was rich and thick and Enid 
felt more satisfied than she had in 
a long time. Again she tore off the 
arm in a final search for more 
blood; then she hid in the bushes 
until a more human shape over- 
took her hideous features. When she 
left the park she was very carefol 
to see that no one had spotted her. 

One glance at Hawkins’ pinched 
face the next morning and Enid 
thought, “She knows! I’m not sure 
how, but she knows what I am. I 
must kill her — ^tonight. But no 
blood. This will look like an acci- 
dent. Perh^s a fall down the elev- 
ator shaft. But whatever, she must 
be dead by this evening! ” 

And just as quickly, Hawkins 
realized what was running 
through Enid’s twisted brain. She 
waited until she was certain Miss 
Winters would be tied up with a 
client all afternoon before making 
her move. 


“Sergeant Benhurst speaking. 
Can I help you?” 

“Please — it’s about the vampire. 
I — I’m in danger and can’t talk 
over the phone. . . ” 

“Lady — for the grace of God, 
don’t hang up!” I’ll meet you any- 
where you say.” 

Liza Hawkins named a stret 
nearby, and five minutes later was 
waiting nervously. She mustn’t 
stay too long or Enid might sus- 
pect something. Any second and 
the conference would be over. If the 
client left before Liza could get 
back, she’d be doomed. 

A big policeman walked up to 
her. 

“Are you the woman who 
called?” he asked simply. 

She nodded curtly and they went 
into the deserted delivery section 
of an office building around the 
comer. 

“Any help you can give I’ll 
appreciate because — ” his broad 
shoulders were convulsed by sobs. 
He tried to stop and turned his 
head, but still the dry gasps 
wracked his body. 

In a moment he continued. “I’m 
sorry but I can’t help it. My wife 
was the last victim of that thing 
and I vowed once I saw her corpse 
that I’d spend the rest of my life 
hunting down that animal — so 
help me God ! ” 

Hawkins’ heart went out to the 
big man who carried such a bitter 
burden. She touched his arm 



light of selfless ocmpassin that 
shone like the sun breaking 
through thunder caps. 

Quickly she told him her fantas- 
tic story. Perhaps another . cop 
wouldn’t have listened to her, but 
Benhurst had seen the condition of 
his wife’s body and knew that he 
was pitted against something not 
human. 

Together they formed a plan. 
Knowing perfectly well that no one 
else would believe them, they had 
only each other to rely on. It was 
dangerous, incredibly so, but each 
had a personal stake in it. Liza re- 
membered Jim and wanted to help 
her employer, and in a way, friend ; 
perhaps her body was beyond sal- 
vation, but her immortal soul may 
yet be sanctified. Benhurst 
thought of his dear and loving wife, 
now lying on a marble slap with 
her guts ripped out by a fiend. 
They agreed to meet again; they 
each left. 

Hawkins raced back to the of- 
fice. Thankfully it was a busy day 
and none of the secretaries had no- 


ticed her leaving. She had just sat 
down when her intercom buzzed. 

“Can you work late, Hawkins?” 
came the casual question. “We’re 
behind on our work.” 

“Certainly, Miss Winters,” said 
Hawkins, keeping her voice level 
and just as matter-of-fact. She had 
never been so frightened in her life. 

Five o’clock came and went. The 
group of girls left the office. Haw- 
kins watched their leaving with a 
sinking heart. What if Benhurst 
didn’t show up? What if he 
couldn’t handle the creature Enid 
would turn into just as the sun set? 
A thousands fears were running 
through her brain when an hour 
later Miss Winters’ door opened a 
crack. 

“Come here, Hawkins, and 
bring your steno paid. I’ll dictate 
a few letters first.” 

Liza felt her knees buckle when 
she stood up! “My feet are asleep,” 
she said to the questioning expres- 
sion on her employer’s eyes, the 
only feature she could see of her 
face. 

Enid made no comment as she 
opened the door wider. 

Liza screamed! That thing — 
that creature — ^wasn’t Enid. Haw- 
kins frantically scrambled over the 
top of the desk as the obscene ani- 
mal came at her. She tripped on a 
wastebasket and was sent sprawl- 
ing to the floor. In a second,the 
thing was on top of her, ripping, 
tearing, searching. As putrid 
breath fanned her face, Hawkins 
shrieked again, but even in her 
fear-clouded mind, she knew that 
there was no one in the deserted of- 
fice building to help her. 

She felt searing agony as fangs 
touched then pierced soft flesh. 

Enid was too fust-driven at the 
sight and smell of blood to stop 
herself. She must have that warm 
fluid. Hawkins passed out and 
Enid drove in for the kill. Teeth 
lunged untpl the foul, clotted gums 
touched the neck of her latest vic- 
tim. She started to draw the thick 
liquid into her throat, then . . 

“Uugh!” She screamed as some- 
thing knocked against the side of 
her head. She jumped up snarling. 
A man was in the room — ^he had 
disturbed her. She’d make short 
work of this intruder then finish 
her feast. 

But he had something clutched 
in his hand — a wooden stake! She 
was furious now. Stupid, puny 
mortal — he thought he could van- 
quish her. A deep snarl crept up in 
her throat. She lunged. The man 
snapped away just m time. Enid 


hit hard against the wall, cleared 
her head. She was weak from 
hunger. She had to have blood. 
Benhurst rolled in front of the 

E rostrate Hawkins, lying with 
lood seeping from the deep cuts 
on her neck. He had no right to en- 
danger her any more in his search 
for personal vengeance. 

Christ — that thing was horrible. 
Those scars, the stench of clottea 
blood made him want to vomit. It 
came at him and exposed discol- 
ored fangs in a grimace of lust. “It 
wants me,” thought Benhurst in a 
moment’s panic. He felt himself be- 
come paralyzed by fear as it came 
nearer and nearer and nearer . . . 

He lunged with all his might. A 
miss! He fell heavily to the carpet 
and rolled away under a desk. 'The 
furniture offered protection for a 
moment until the thing picked it 
up as if the desk were made of balsa 
wood instead of oak. 

But Benhurst’s reflexes were 
heightened rather than numbed by 
fear. He saw everything too 
clearly, too dinstinctly as if look- 
ing through a pair of bincoluars. 

Grabbing an over-turned lamp, 
he hurled it at the thing’s head. The 
lamp broke squarely on the de- 
formed features of the creature. It 
howled in pain and frustration. 

This would be his only chance! 
Ten feet separated him from the 
iece of sharpened wood. Benhurst 
ung himself in the right direc- 
tion. Scarcely conscious of it, his 
hand touched the wood. 

Once more he approached the 
foul being and put his entire 
strength behind the thrust. He was 
thrown back by the recoil. But the 
stake he had brought found its 
mark. In between the breasts of the 
monster it stuck out like a last 
message of hope. 

Enid was in ultimate agony. She 
howled and thrashed about. Fall- 
ing to the floor, she writhed in 
pain, spewing rotting blood, and 
trying to dislodge the object that 
was turning her body to firey ec- 
stasy. 

After a final quiver that sent her 
rolling in her own filth, she was 
dead. Another wave of agony and 
darkness descended on her for the 
rest of eternity. 

Benhurst watched with fascina- 
ted horror as the body who had 
sucked blood from others began to 
dehydrate itself. Skin shriveled 
up; teeth fell out and rolled away 
on the floor; the belly bloated and 
finally burst like a balloon, filling 
the room with an unb^rable 
stench. Then all exploded into a 
final nauseating green gas. 


Benhurst went over to Hawkins. 
Liza groaned then slowly opened 
her eyes. 

“What. . 

He silenced her with a hand 
placed softly on her mouth. “We’ve 
won,” he said in an almost 
whisper. “That’s enough for now.” 

Liza began to sob quietly. Ben- 
hurst held her like a baby and 
gently rocked her back and forth. 

^ THE END 


THE SILENT SPIRIT 

( Continued from, page 33 ) 

in the moving darkness. 

“But — ^we’re in the vault! How? 
What does this mean?” Bob’s voice 
echoed against the cold stone. 

“No time for explanations now,” 
I said in lieu of an answer. “We 
need those tools right now. Hur- 
ry — not a moment’s to be lost!” 

We quickly climbed the worn 
stairway and raced to the front of 
the house. Carrying the ncessary 
impliments, we went back to Mrs. 
Rogers’ room. 

“The ghost wouldn’t have re- 
turned to the vault,” I explained to 
Bob. “And we didn’t meet it on the 
stairs after Mrs. Rogers screamed. 
That means one of two possibili- 
ties. Either she is still in the room, 
or there’s another exit.” 

“But I thought ghosts could 
walk through walls.” 

“Quite wrong. But they can 
walk through closed doors. Help 
me sound the paneling.” 

We began rapping with our 
knuckles on the hardwood that 
covered the walls. It was painstak- 
ing work for every square foot had 
to be tested. But finally our pa- 
tience was rewarded. 

“Over here,” Bob cried. “I think 
I’ve found something!” 

About four feet from the floor, 
the paneling gave forth a hollow 
noise when struck. 

“This is it. Bob — the key to the 
ghost’s existance.” 

We carefully removed the wood- 
en wainscotting — behind it was 
another passageway! The tunnel 
went on for perhaps thirty feet, 
then ended in a faint glow. 

“Bob,” I said quietly, “what is 
going to happen next is going to 
take all the courage you possess. If 
you don’t feel you can manage it, 
please tell me now. I won’t think 
any the less of you if you decide to 
back out because frankly I don’t 
know if I have the courage to do 
what has to be done. If you want to 
leave. I’ll understand because it is 
beyond your experience.” 

“I don’t care what it is, sir,” Bob 
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said stoutly. “Where Chris is con- 
cerned, I’ve got the guts.” 

“Good boy. See that faint light — 
it’s our ghost. I’m going to walk in 
and coax it to follow me. I want 
you to turn off every light in the 
house, then go to the churchyard. 
Open the third casket from the 
right in the Barlette mausoleum, 
and wait for me.” 

He squeezed my hand and left. I 
was terrified at what I was about 
to attempt, but I couldn’t show 
fear to the thing that waited at the 
end of the tunnel or all would be 
lost. 

I began walking toward it after 
I extinguished my candle. 

“Lacfy Alice,” I said softly, try- 
ing to keep my voice steady, “do 
not be afraid. I won’t hurt you. 
Come to me and I promise I shall 
help you.” 

'The beam of light gradually 
grew brighter and after several 
minutes began moving. I began to 
sweat. 

“Come, Lady Alice,” I again 
gently crooned, “come to me.” 

The spectre drew herself where 
I could dimly make out the figure 
more exactly. But it was still 
cloudy and indistinct. 

Still speaking not above a 
whisper, I began moving back- 
wards, praying that I would not 
hit any obstacle and lose my bal- 
ance. Any sudden movement on my 
part would be disastrous. 

“Follow, Lady Alice.” 

I was in the bedroom now and 
saw with grateful eyes that Bob 
had followSi my instructions. The 
house was in complete darkness. 

'The spectre-child stepped out of 
the. tunnel and entered the room. 
Her ghostly farthingale made no 
noise as it glided across the floor. 

Up the hall then down the stairs 
I softly drew the child to its destin- 
ation. 

There was no breeze or moon 
when I walked out the terrace. 
Only the pounding in my ears 
broke the stillness of the night. The 
dew soaked my trouser cuffs as I 
slowly moved backwards, still 
chanting to the unearthly figure. 

From the corner of my eye I 
could see Bob standing shock still. 
With a movement of my hand I 
bade him give us a wide berth. 

Lady Alice and I entered the 
charnel house. The child raised 
sightless eyes to me and formed 
one word with her lips. I nodded. 
She gave me a brilliant smile and 
entered the tomb. The light was 
suddenly extinguished and I 
quickly secured the lid. 

It was only then that I fainted. 
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66 ell us, Varlet,” said Mrs. 

^ Rogers as she poured the 
morning tea in the sunny breakfast 
room, “how did you find out about 
Lady Alice? You refused to say an- 
ything last night. We’ve all calmed 
down since then and I think we 
should know.” 

“Gladly, Mrs. Rogers,” I said as 
I accepted a cup of the steaming li- 
quid. ''I found a diary in the old li- 
brary. It told me most of what I 
needed to know. The rest was logic. 
Lady Alice’s father had married a 
poor but beautiful and virtuous 
peasant girl. The family was bit- 
terly opposed to the unequal union, 
but as Sir William had full posses- 
sion of the property, they had to 
keep their discontentment to them- 
selves. Alice was a product of that 
ill-fated marriage. 

“As you well know, the Bar- 
lette’s were Catholic. When Henry 
VIII began his persecution of the 
Catholic minority. Sir William 
had two hidden passageways con- 
structed. One was a ‘priest’s hole’ 
— a hiding place used only for 
emergencies, and having a dead 
end. The other led from the vault 
where the priest entered the house 
to the bedroom where mass was 
said. 

“Word got out that the Bar- 
lette’s refused to comply with 


Henry’s orders. Sir William was 
arrested and taken to the Tower of 
London where he was eventually 
beheaded. 

“His relatives wanted posses- 
sion of the house and property. 
They adopted the state religion. 
But William’s wife and child were 
still living. One night some rela- 
tives entered the bedroom and 
strangled the woman. The child 
hid in the priest’s hole. They knew 
she was there and blocked the exit. 
The baby starved to death. 

“Later they took the tiny body 
and buried it in the basement. 
Then they closed off both passage- 
ways.” 

“But how did you fit it all to- 
gether?” Chris interrupted. 

“By sheer logic. The child want- 
ed her mother. She tried to find 
her.” 

“But what gets me,” put in Bob, 
“is why the ghost suddenly began 
to be active.” 

“I can explain that also. Bob, 
but not in such logical terms. I’ve 
seen too much of the supernatural 
not to believe in it. Ghosts exist. 
But when you stop to consider how 
many people died violently, why, 
there wouldn’t be enough room in 
the world to contain all the disem- 
bodied spirits. Through careful in- 


vestigation, I’ve discovered that no 
apparition can last longer than 450 
years. Alice and her mother died in 
1520. The child felt herself fading, 
and for this reason doubled her ef- 
forts to find her mother. Believe 
me, she was active before, but was 
so shy and quiet that no one 
learnt of her presence until she 
became bolder.” 

“I’ll have the body put in the 
same casket,” Mrs. Rogers said 
gently. “It’s not much, but it’s the 
least we can do.” 

“One more question.” Bob re- 
marked wonderingly, ‘‘What 
would have happened if Alice had 
never found her mother?” 

“Nothing at all. Her spirit 
would have been absorbed by the 
air and she would have ceased to 
exist. But as Mrs. Rogers said, it 
was the very least we could do for 
the poor child. Please pass the su- 
gar.” 

“ THE END 


THE ZOMBIES WALKED 

( Continued from page 20) 

“Name one victim, Garcia.” At 
the peon’s defeated silence, Filipe 
continued triumphantly, “See, I 
told you. Rank superstition. And 
the sooner you get such foolish no- 
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tions out of your head, the better. 
We’ve got a war to be won. We 
don’t have the time to waste wor- 
rying about inventions you illiter- 
ate fools make up. The meeting is 
over. You are all dismissed.” 

The peasants obediently filed 
past their glowering commander 
and went their separate ways to- 
ward home. Only Manuel hung 
back to speak to his leader. 

‘‘Perhaps you have been too 
hard on the men, senor,” he began 
in a respectful voice. ‘‘They do not 
want to put the lives of their wo- 
men in danger. And it is dangerous 
to come here at night. After all, I 
too have heard the rumors of crea- 
tures who stalk the mountain 
passes and kill unlucky people who 
meet them. Perhaps it is true.” 

“Nonsense!” shouted Filipe, 
now thoroughly exasperated. “If I 
can’t even trust you, my second in 
command, we shall be lost. These 
are foolish stories. I want no more 
of them. Be back here early tomor- 
row morning to help me unpack 
the rifles.” He turned on his heel 
and strode away. 

Manuel shrugged his shoulders. 
The Capitan was too harsh, too un- 
bending with the men, but what 
could be done? He too left the head- 
quarters and went home. 

T T WAS a pity that Don Filipe 

-*• persisted in his headstrong, 
“enlightened” views because it 
just so happened that these pleasant 
fantasies of mountain creatures 
were true. What are commonly 
called “zombies” exist only in 
Haiti, of course. But there are 
other methods of raising the dead 
aside from calling upon the inter- 
vention of the dread Zombi, god of 
the Serpent. Eons before the Span- 
ish came to destroy the stately, 
magnificent civilizations of the Az- 
tec, Mayan and Incan peoples, 
there was yet another civilization 
with powers far greater than those 
even of now. Some say they were 
the survivors of the ill-fated At- 
lantis, swept under the sea in the 
very dawn of the world. Others call 
them demi-gods and angels who 
somehow escaped when Lucifer 
and his crew fell from the heights 
of paradise into tormenting hell. 
But whoever or whatever they 
were, their forces were great. 
Death they controlled and next to 
death, life. Theirs was the com- 
plete dominion over all the earth. 

But like human beings every- 
where, for deep down they were hu- 
man, they fought bitterly among 
themselves. After one especially 
bloody internal war, they were so 
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weakened that they had not the 
strength to resist when armed 
bands of the mountain savages 
came to lay waste to their civiliza- 
tion. The few survivors were dif- 
fused all over South America. Gra- 
dually these individuals intermin- 
gled with the wild tribes of natives, 
their enormous powers nearly for- 

f otten. Almost, but not entirely. 

'or in isolated cases, some rem- 
nants of the old magic still re- 
mained, carefully passed down 
from one generation to the next. 
True, most of the spells were for- 
gotten or pushed aside under the 
steady influence of the mission- 
aries who came with the conquista- 
dores to make the Indians give up 
their gold; but some ancient 
chants still survived. And one of 
these was the abilitjr to make the 
dead rise and obey, silently, mind- 
lessly, unconsciously, until the na- 
tural physical decay of the flesh 
made it impossible for the crea- 
tures to carry out commands. 

The out-lyinff districts sur- 
rounding Cristobel were infested 
with these walking dead. But as 
the powerful one could keep these 
beings waiting for years before 
giving the order to arise, no one 
knew of their existance until they 
became active, stalking mountain 
sides until fresh vietpms were 
found. Not everyone who saw them 
was killed; only some. There 
seemed to be a pattern of sorts ly- 
ing behind the murders, but no one 
could break the code. Least of all 
the frightened denizens of Cristo- 
bel who heard day by day chilling 
tales of horror and pillage. 

T hen next Filipe called a 

meeting of the revolution- 
aries, the men came meekly with 
their women. They were petrified 
at having to talk the four lonely 
miles to the hacienda. The crea- 
tures had been seen less than a 
mile from the town by a trembling 
youth who lived to tell of it. “They 
walked,” he cried hysterically to 
those in the market place who 
dropped their business and came 
running to surround him, “in a 
single file — their flesh rotted off 
their bones. Flies and maggots fol- 
lowed them. Los Muertos had no 
eyes — only gleaming white circles. 
And every living thing fled before 
them!” 

But Don Filipe expected to be 
obeyed. The fear-filled men and 
their wives followed his orders and 
met in the house in the meadow. 

“The men are angry with you, 
sir,” hurriedly whispered Manuel 
as Filipe bent to enter the low door 


that led into the one-roomed hall. 
“They do not think you should 
force them to leave their homes at 
night. If you could only make the 
meetings during the daylight 
hours ...” 

“They must learn discipline 
from their superiors, Manuel,” re- 
plied Don Filipe haughtily. “If I 
am unafraid, they must be also.” 

“But you do not have to walk 
through the jungle at night, mi 
cavitan.” 

’‘It makes no difference, I tell 
you! Now call the meeting to 
order.” 

L ater that same night, old 
I Vandra, Filipe’s nurse, sat 
on her porch and listened to the 
nocturnal sounds that never failed 
to delight her. Immediately after 
the young master had been sent to 
school, Don Frederico had the old 
woman moved to a tiny hut far 
away from the other servants’ cot- 
tages. Her presence in the main 
house had never failed to make 
Fredrico nervous. But as she was 
an excellent and devoted nurse to 
his son, he could see no justifica- 
tion for letting her go. Vandra 
found living alone quite pleasant 
because she neither liked nor trus- 
ted the other servants. A full- 
blooded Indian, she felt superior to 
the half-castes she saw before her.. 
The others called her a princess, in 
mocking voices; but she was a 
princess — in a way. Hers was a 
very ancient family and she was 
the last member of it. 

Her head drooped perceptively. 
She was worried about her Filipe. 
Vandra sensed that the firey pas- 
sions of youthful extreme on the 
part of her young master had 
turned into an insatiable lust for 
power. The people of the village 
she considered her people now by 
adoption and she did not want to 
see them slaughtered by the gov- 
ernment troops just for Filipe’s 
pride and vanity. He wasn’t train- 
ing them for revolution but just to 
fulfill his own frustrations as a 
leader. That Filipe loved her she 
had no doubt, but she, if anyone, 
knew of his obstainate behavior. 
He would not listen to her, would 
refuse to change his course of ac- 
tion. The small, village group 
would be killed by the well-trained 
regulars. They would be murdered 
just like. . . 

Vandra’s eye turned inwards as 
she remembered thin;^ that had 
occurred centuries before she was 
born. The events stood clearly 
etched in her memory. Once in the 
misty beginnings of the world 




there was a special people. Yes, 
Vandra was the last survivor of 
that race of power. It was she who 
controlled the hideous horde of the 
un-dead. The scattered mountain 
people — they had helped to slay 
her ancestors, and she would seek 
revenge. Not everyone was ^ilty. 
It was true, and Vandra had been 
careful to separate the blameless 
from the tainted. That was why not 
everyone who had seen los muertos 
had been killed. But those who de- 
served punishment would reap the 
consequences. 

She got up slowly. She was old, 
her end was near. So little time re- 
mained to accomplish what she 
had to do. Once she was gone, her 
dread minions would sink stink- 
ing into the earth, never to rise 
again. She had to finish her mis- 
sion of revenge or risk never find- 
ing peace after the grave. 

til" WANT that man whipped 
1 until his blood covers the 
ground!” shouted Don Filipe over 
the humble protests of Manuel. “I 
told him to oil his gun properly and 
he deliberately . . . DELIBERA- 
TELY . . .went against my com- 
mands. He must be made an exam- 
ple of. My orders will be followed 
to the letter. I will tolerate no dis- 
obedience.” He walked briskly 
away, leaving the task of flogging 
the unlucky peon in Manuel's rel- 
uctant hands. Filipe was still bris- 
tling when he met Vandra on the 
road. She was walking to the mar- 
ket place with a sack of grain to 
sell. She set it down and looked at 
him. 

“You were too harsh, Filipe.” 
She reached out and gently 
touched his arm. 

He angrily shook off her hand. 
“Mind your own business, old wo- 
man,” he snapped, “or else I’ll 
have you whipped! ” 

“Filipe, por favor. Listen to me. 
What you are doing is wrong. It is 
evil to use others for your own 
ends. Our people are oppressed — 
help them, but do not send them 
unarmed against the government 
troops. It is murder. It is 
against. . .” 

“Be off with you!” he shouted, 
brandishing a stick. He laughed as 
he watched her scurry down the 
road. “I have no time to listen to 
your sniveling sentiments. I am 
supreme commander, not you. 
Leave me in peace, old fool ! ” 

Far down the dirt-packed lane, 
she paused and turned her head to 
the rapidly receding figure of Fil- 
ipe. “Yes,” she whispered, “that is 
exactly what I shall do.” 
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D on FILIPE read somewhere 
that all great generals liked to 
take solitary walks before retiring 
for the night. Not wishing to be left 
out, he cultivated the habit. He 
would leave through a door in the 
garden wall, amble for a mile or 
two, then return to the house by 
another route. He found it relaxing 
after the day’s heavy responsibili- 
ties. 

Filme was glad this day was 
over. It had been an especially try- 
ing one. His men simply refused to 
listen to him. There were even ru- 
mors that some of his troops had 
left him to join that idiot Boliyar’s 
men in the next county. “The stu- 
pid fools,’* he muttered through 
clenched teeth. “They’ve got to lis- 
ten to me, to ME! I don't care 
about their piddling freedom — 
perdida de tiempo — ^waste of time. 
I’m their master, not the govern- 
ment, not the church, not the mili- 
ta^. My word is law!’’ 

He viciously decapitated a row 
of chrysanthemums with his 
walking stick and pretended they 
were his enemies. Then he left the 
confines of the walled garden and 
began his walk around the estate. 

About two miles from the house, 
he quickly picked up his ears. Fil- 
ipe thought he heard a noise. 
There — it happened again. Just 
over the side oi that low hill, near 
Vandra’s house. 

He strode purposefully toward 
it — then stopped dead in his 
tracks. 

“ AAGH ! ” he screamed — but too 
late. Things, hundreds of things 
l^abbed him. He struggled fur- 
iously but bony arms held like steel 
grips. The harder he tried to free 
himself, the stronger they became. 
And the smell of decaying flesh 
made him want to vomit. 

“Help — for God’s sake! Help 
me, Vandra!’’ 

Like a queen of ancient times, 
Vandra walked out on the porch. 
But it was a different Vandra. No 
longer stooped and toothless, slie 
stoM proud, tall, mightier than 
life. As she walked towards him, 
the things dropped away. Filipe 
collapsed in front of her, weeping 
wildly. He covered his eyes from 
the dreadful sight in front of him. 
“Vandra,” he sobbed. 

She stood over him, then turned 
away. “You want to command 
men — so be it. Take these who 
have already died so that the living 
need not perish by your folly. Lead 
them on to victory, my son.” She 
walked away. 

The un-dead again approached 
cowering Filipe. He screamed with 


terror as he felt icy death reach out 
and lift him bodily from the 
CTOund. His heart beat faster and 
faster until everything in sight be- 
came too clear, too detailed. Sud- 
denly an agonizing pain broke in 
his chest and he felt blood in his 
mouth, eyes, ears. He gasped as 
shooting fire blinded him* — the in- 
stant before he died of fright! 

The thills began to carry him to 
their lair. But they stopped and be- 
gan to waver, sway, then finally 
collapse into a pile of foul-smelling 
shreds of flesh and clothing hang- 
ing wildly to dull bone. 

Vandra clutched the railing of 
her porch as dry sobs wracked her 
ancient shoulders. The irony, the 
bitterness overwhelemed her. She 
had failed to accomplish her ven- 
geance on the enemies of her fa- 
mily’s ancestors. And to do it, she 
had to sacrifice that which she had 
loved the most. Starlight gilded 
the sparse teardrops on her wi- 
thered cheeks. She moaned softly, 
stooped, then fell. And in her fall, 
joined her people. 


SCREAMING HORROR 

( Continued from page 29) 


a sizable membership— and like most 
of the other odd-ball, quack reli- 
gions in that paradise for phony 
"isms,” it was a prosperous business 
proposition. 

"I can’t be touched,” Lorentz went 
on. "I even have a license.” 

I KNEW THIS. I’d gone down to 
■ Room One at the Los Angeles 
City Hall weeks before. There, in 
the License and Sales Tax Division 
of the City Clerk’s office, employees 
had dug through their records for 
me. They came up with the informa- 
tion that the Circle of Selena had 
been duly licensed to do business as 
a “Religious Group” in the city of 
Los Angeles, as provided in the 
Municipal Code! 

"We’ve issued thousands of li- 
censes just like it,” a bored clerk 
told me. "You can get one yourself, 
if you want— for twelve dollars . . 

The police had been unable to 
help me. 

"Our hands are tied— unless some- 
one makes a formal complaint,” a 
veteran detective informed me. 
“There are a lot of these cults we’d 
like ta move against-rbut we can’t 
do a thing until we have definite 
evidence of a crime.” 

Conrad Lorentz stood up. 

"I’ve got other things to do,” he 
announced. “You can stay here- and 
sit quietly or pace the floor or what- 
ever else you feel like doing at the 
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MEN ONLY!!! 


FOTOFRIEHOS Is CRAAAAAEO with PHO- 
TOS, Descriptions, Names and Addresses of 
Lovely Girls seeking Romonce or Marriage. 
Send ONLY S3.00 for Your Exclusive Copy 
of this exciting new publicntion. Postpaid 
and Complete. 

STATE WIDE SERVICE 
P.O. pox 1064 Chicogo, IIHnois 40490 


IF LONELY! 

Photos of opposite sex free. Catholic, Jew. 
ish, Protestwt, U.S.A. or Canada. (Ladies 
under 36 free). Send age, name, address 
(No obligation). 

FIDELITY CO., 

Box 1648- F Pittsburgh, Penna. 15230 



MATRIMONIAL CATALOG 


1200 P0T05 


World's largest Foto-Album 
1200 women eager to marry 
All ages, shapes and sizes 
1200 fotos and details ^1. 


ICB, BOX 12, TORONTO 16, CANADA 


ENGLISH GIRLS 

They make the world's best manlage ptnneri and pen- 
pals. We have hundreds of beautiful spinsters and wid- 
ows eager to settle in U.S.A. or Canada. More girU 
than men, so no old lists — all new and feager. Mem- 
bership 85 for 2 months, 310 for 6 months. Send re- 
mittance now to CAMEO BUREAU. Dept. M <Est. 
1955), P.O. Box 4LR. 41, Oxford Street, London, 
W.I., Eniiand. First booklet rushed to you by sealed 
first class air mall, tetuni post. 


EARLY MARRIAGE? 

We can prepare lists of almost any type. In- 
formation free. Many near you. Send $1.00 
for 250 names, address, descriptions of op- 
posite sex. Happy marriages arranged. Estab- 
lished 1949. 

ROSAMOND'S CLUB • DEPT. 35 
P.O. Box 114 Isom, Kentucky 41824 


SWEDISH GIRLS 

Hundreds of beautiful and attractive young 
Swedish girls and ladies would like to cor- 
respond with you. Just send us your name 
and address and receive “free” Information 
in plain, sealed envelope, by airmail. Rovema 
International, Dept. 1 Box 42066, S-126 12, 
Stockholm. Sweden. 


rncCI New Folios! 

TKCC: Pictures! 

Hundreds of new ideas — pictures — for 
men & women seeking friendship! Write 
today to: — 

METRAPALA " BX i)60 
Cooper Sta,, N.Y.C. 10003 


COLORED GIRLS 

SEEKING BOYFRIENDS. LOVERS OR 
HUSBANDS 

Nomes, Addresses, Rhotos, Descriptions. 
ONLY $3.00 for BIG LISTS! 

LOREN 

404 South 2rKl St., Alhambra, Calif. 91801 


For Centuries— 

JAPANESE GIRLS 

have been trained since childhood in the art 
of pleasing men and catering to their every 
wish and desire. Our membership Includes 
hundreds of wonderful Japanese girls and 
ladies — nurses, teachers, models, unkissed 
maidens, secretaries, good home makers — 
all ages. Today rush $1.00 for application, 
real photos, descriptions, names, question- 
naire, etc. 

JAPAN INTEBNATIONAL 

Box 1181 - ML Newport Beach, Calif. 92663 


WEALTHY WOMEN!!! 

100 WOMEN who claim Means and ore 
seeking Pen-Pols, Romonce, or Morriage. 
EXCLUSIVE LIST . . . ONLY $3.00 

RUSHED to YOU in Plain, Sealed Envelope 

SELECT LISTING 

1902 GOOD HOPE ROAD S. E. 

_ _MASHJNGTQN, D._C^_200a0 


Be Lonely No More! 
Open Destiny's Door! 

$3.00 brings Cupid's Destiny, World’s Great- 
est Social Publication, including coa$t-to- 
coast and international listings with names 
and addresses, men or women. Captivating 
descriptions: sparkling pictures — widows, 
widowers, bachelors, beautiful girls desiring 
early marriage. (Year, quarterly, $8.00). 

DESTINY LEAGUE 

Box 5637 Reno, Nev. 89503 


LIVE LIKE A KING 

WITH A WIFE 
LIKE THIS. 

HUNDREDS 
OF BEAUTI- 
FUL MEXICAN 
SENORITAS 
ARE LOOK- 
IN C FOR 
AMERICAN 
HUSBANDS. 

AGE IS NO 
BARRIER. 

MANY OF 
THESE GIRLS 
MARRY MEN 
20 OR MORE YEARS OLDER, AND 
MAKE WONDERFUL WIVES AS THEY 
ARE TAUGHT FROM CHILDHOOD 
HOW TO PLEASE THEIR MEN. MOST 
SPEAK SOME ENGLISH OR LEARN 
QUICKLY. RUSH $3.00 FOR PHOTOS, 
MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION 
TO: STARLITE CLUB, BOX 242 
NATIONAL CITY, CALIFORNIA 92050 



NAME 

CITY 


ST. ADDRESS 


Men! Men! Men! 

We don't care about your age. Just 
tell us kind of woman you wish to 
meet. Our women are screaming to 
meet you. 

MARRY RICH! 

In about five days after we receive 
your application you'll start receiv- 
ing letters. 


Do Not Send Money 


Name 

Address 

City 

State 


. Zip . 


Write us a letter telling us about 
yourself. Also send in above appli- 
cation. This offer will not be re- 
peated if we can get enough men for 
our women. 

Remember our slogan: "No man 
is any good without a woman." 

Girls! Send us a snapshot. 

HELP COMPANY CLUB 
4554 Broadway Chicago, III. 60640 


NEW LIST! 

200 names, addresses, descriptions, either sex. 
only $1 — includes member^iip — your name 
listed if desired. Send this ad and receive 50 
extra names. Lists sent in plain sealed envelope. 

California Club 

Box 314 Long Beach, Calif. 90801 


HOW TO WIN 

2 imlgue booklets: “Men Who Are 
Loved by Women," and "Women 
Who Are Loved by Men." Solving 
the question, "What are the es- 
sential characteristics most pleas- 
ng to the opposite sex?" Revealing Intimate 
information. “How to act — what to do— to 
gain a sweetheart." Attractively prints on 
good quality book paper. Not to be confused 
with lurid sex literature. Try the success 
plan of loving and be happy. The two book- 
lets postpaid. $1.50. Destinv League, P.O. Box 
5637, Reno, Nevada, 89503. 



Oriental Girls 

are beautiful, exotic and lovely. Oyer 1500 
girls and ladies now wait for a sincere gen- 
tleman to contact them. We should have one 
for you. For photos, application and full de- 
tails send $1.00 to: 

Western, Box 151-A 
Garden Grove, Calif. 92642 


Meet Beautiful Models!! 

It's easy to date and meet Beautiful 
MODELS. Model Souicebook gives you 
complete Names. Addresses, Descriptions, 
Vital Statistics, etc., of Lovely Models 
seeking Friendship and Romance. 

A Visual Delight . . . ONLY S3.00 
STATE-WIDE SERVICE 
P.O. Box 1066, Chicago, Illinois 60690 
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Marital Relations 
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mstiOR toad $1.00. rtfunMlo on first order, 
To Maion Products, P.O. Boi SOn, Oopt MLGd 
San Mateo, Calif. 94402. 


WDe5S,miDISM 


New exciting big best complete 
book. Illustrated with camp 
f' . / “1 photos. Plus names, addresses 

A^I\ M oil U.S.,Canada, clubs and 

ca mps . YOU can Now join! 
Special $1.00 plus 25c packing, plain wrapper. 
Adults Only. BOOK CLUB. Case 774. Place 
d’Armes Sta.. Montreal 126 TanaH. 




MUTUAL 

SATISFACTION 


W Mo quicli dimax ii ruining your moriMl rolotiont, you 
ewn Mp tohrm thii problem with GfM. Thi» product hot 
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MEN ONLY! 


We have the most unusual items 
and novelties for men ever offered. 
Sample assortments, only $2.00. 
Catalog only 25c, refunded on first 
order. 

ARTCO MF6. CO.. Dept LM -41 

909 S. Robertson Blvd., Let Angolot, Colif. 90039 



Order now. This is a sensational offer, a real value. 
50 real photographs of your favorite photo - 50 
beautiful deluxe studio photoprints. And, absolutely 
FREE, just for the asking ~ we'll print your name 
(or any name) on each and every photo. This is the 
greatest photo offer ever. Order NOW! Just send us 
your favorite photo or negatiye (returned unharmed 
with order) - any size, black and white or color. 
Only $1. Add 25c for each set for postage and 
handling. Limit-6 sets to a customer. Prompt serv- 
ice. Money-back if not delighted. No COO's please. 
PHOTO-KINS, DepLGL-671, 1199 BROAOWAT, 
NEW YORK. N. Y. 10001 
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moment. I’ll come back after you 
when I think that Diane is ready 
to leave . . 

The door closed behind him. I 
stared blankly at the draped walls. 
It WEIS incredible that such things 
could be happening in the heart of 
a great American city— in 1958— yet 
they lucre happening. 

Diane Simmons, my fiance, lay on 
the floor in a nearby room, gripped 
by a wild frenzy. To my stunned 
horror, I had discovered that there 
actually were witches, sorcerers Eind 
warlocks in the 20th Century! 

Fantastic?’ Unbelievable? 

I would have thought so too— six 
months ago. I would have laughed 
in the face of anyone who even sug- 
gested that there was any real basis 
of fact in the stories and legends 
told about magic and witchcraft. 

Yeah. I, Jim Forrester, 27, a sen- 
sible, fairly level-headed shop fore- 
man, had been forced to admit the 
existence of dark, evil forces against 
which common sense and even the 
theories of modern science offered 
no defense! 

Diane and I had been going to- 
gether for nearly two years— and 
we’d been engaged for almost ten 
months. I’d always been good-na- 
turedly tolerant about her interest 
in such things as astrology, palm- 
reading and seances. I’d aUow^ her 
to drag me along to all sorts of nutty 
fortime-tellers and lectures. 

All the screwball mumbo-jumbo 
was just so much rot to me, but I 
figured that Diane was only 22 and 
that she was going through a stage 
she’d eventually get over. Then, in 
May, 1958, one of her maiden aunts 
died and left her some money— about 
$20,000. That helped turn Diane’s 
interest in the occult into a full-time 
occupation. She quit her job as a 
secretary for a Wilshire Boulevard 
advertising agency and spent just 
about every moment reading books 
and magazines about astrology, 
psychic phenomena and that sort of 
stuff. 

It was in September that she first 
heard about the Circle of Selena. I 
had picked her up at her apartment 
one evening. We were going out to 
dinner and the movies, but she 
changed all that. 

“I’ve just been told about the most 
wonderful group!” she bubbled en- 
thusiastically. I groaned inwardly. 

“It’s quite fsunous and I’m sur- 
prised I hadn’t heard about it be- 
fore,” she went on. “I understand 
that it’s headed by a msin named 
Conrad Lorentz. Some of the girls 
I know say that he’s simply marvel- 
ous— he has real occult powers . . 

“Oh, nuts!” I griped. “What does 
this one do— levitate tables or make 
ghosts appear in a dark room?” 

We went to the “Circle’s” weekly 
meeting— which was being held that 
night. The cult had its headquarters 
in a huge house up in the Hollywood 
Hills— up above Beechwood Drive in 
what used to be called “Hollywood- 
land” before the war. 


I didn’t like Lorentz from the first 
moment I saw him and I didn’t like 
the setup he had, either. As we came 
in, Lorentz stared at Diane as if she 
was naked— and it was obvious that 
he liked what he saw as he mentally 
undressed her with his hot eyes. 

The groups assembled formed the 
usual Hollywood cult pattern. There 
were some “Big People” present— 
you know, movie directors and one 
or two second-string actors. There 
were also the usual bored wives, a 
few nances, some goofy-looking men 
and a sprinkling of unattached, at- 
tractive girls. 

The “ritual” followed the medi- 
eval “Tarot Cult” symbolism. As far 
as I could tell, it had to do with the 
“mystic” symbols represented on 
“Tarot” or old-fashioned fortune- 
telling cards. These originated cen- 
turies ago in . Europe and are all 
mixed up with occultism and sor- 
cery. 

There were heavy sexual over- 
tones to every part of the ritual. I 
gathered pretty quickly that there 
were other, less public meetings of 
the group during which there was 
less talk and ritual— and a lot more 
playing around. 

The whole deal gave me the wil- 
lies. There was something eerie— 
unclean-about the Circle of Selena. 
Diane, hwoever, was fascinated by 
the outfit and by its leader. 

“I’ve got to go there more often,” 
she told me. “I feel that I’ll really 
be able to enter the arcana of the 
forbidden through the Circle of Se- 
lena.” Di talked like that. 

WENT TO two more meetings 
together. Then Diane broke a 
few dates. I couldn’t understand it 
smd I pinned her down. 

“I’m attending Conrad Lorentz’s 
special classes,” she confessed. “He 
says I am naturally adept— that I 
was born with occult powers— and 
he wants to initiate me into the In- 
ner Temple . . 

I argued and got nowhere. Di ex- 
plained that there were several 
other “apprentice initiates” study- 
ing with Lorentz. That made me feel 
a little better— but not much. 

I was worried, and so I decided to 
do some checking. That’s when I 
want to City HeiH and to the Police. 
I had a friend of mine who was a 
reporter on a Los Angeles daily 
search his paper’s morgue. He came 
up with a little information but it 
didn’t tell me much. There were in- 
dications that Lorentz had been 
mixed up in several shady affairs— 
but there had been no proof. 

I tried another angle. I went to 
libraries and bookstores. I gathered 
up everything I could find on witch- 
craft, black magic, sorcery and the 
occult. I read until my eyes were 
ready to drop out of my skull. 

What knocked me for a loop was 
the fact that many doctors Eind 
scientists actually admit there are 
people with supernatural powers. 
They openly acluiowledge not only 



WOULD YOU LIKE TO 
GET A PAIR OF SHOES 

FR/EK— ^39.95 at retail— 

—as a bonus for just giving friends an 
opportunity to buy these and other 
shoes at half the prices charged in 
stores for equal quality? 


Make this sensational comparison 
with your own free bonus shoes! 
This shoe, made by one of the most 
famous manufacturers in the U.S. 
retails in stores at $39.95. The 
Hanover Shoe of identical 
style, identical quality 
and, in two ways, 
superior, sells for 
just $21.95. And 
this is the shoe 
you can have 
as a free 
bonus. 


By Gordon King 



Yes, I’ll give you these 
shoes as a bonus — but 
what’s even more impor- 
tant rU show you how to 
make a lot of extra money 
just writing up orders for 
the famous Hanover Shoe. 
I’ve shown hundreds of 
men how to make from 
$7.00 to $15.00 an hour in 
spare time — evenings, week-ends, or even dur- 
ing coffee breaks at work. 

And, right now, if you’ll mail your name on 
the coupon below. I’ll tell you how and why 
1 send you my complete money making kits 
entirely free. No charge, not even a deposit. 
Just one obligation. You agree to show the 
Hanover catalog to just ten friends, neighbors, 
relatives, or co-workers. You don’t sell. You 
just show. Because when other men SEE how 
much they can save, you can’t prevent them 
from wanting to give you an order. 

These are not "claims.” These are facts. 
Look in the store windows at Nationally 
advertised shoes selling at $39.95. Hanover 
offers the identical styles — the identical qual- 
ity of leather — the identical workmanship at 
$21.95. Would your friends "love” to save 
$18.00? Check the comparison shown in the 
column at the right. 

Here’s another surprise for you: Right now, 
today, almost all Hanover Shoes that are sold 
direct to the user are sold by men like your- 
self who have regular jobs, regular salaries, 
but who want extra money for spare-time. 
Most of these men have no sales experience 
whatever. Hanover quality alone and Hanover 
price does the selling. And, once worn the 
Hanover shoe is so great that your customers 
thank you for telling them about this great 
value. 

Don't take my word for it. Read the actual 
words of men who have tried taking orders for 
Hanover Shoes as a spare time way to add 
needed extra income for family budgets: 
D.M. of Maryland: "I’ve made as much as 
$210.00 in one month as a sideline.” 

H.J. of Illinois: "I made $225.00 my first 
month — ^just in spare time.” 

M.A. of California: "Today I sold ten pairs 
in four hours.” 

As a spare time Hanover salesman, in addi- 
tion to $25, $35 or as high as $50 a week, you 
will get Life Insurance — Sick Pay Insurance 
— Gifts — Free shoes for yourself — Other 
Benefits. 

I am ready now to give this money making 
opportunity to a few more men. Just your 
name on the coupon is all I need. No money. 
No deposit. Not a penny of cost to you. It 
costs my company more than $10.00 to put 
this money making sales kit in your hands. 
It is for that reason that we want your prom- 


ise you will show the catalog to at least ten 
men. That’s your only obligation. No selling. 
No sales talk. No pressure. No asking for an 
order. Just show the catalog. If you don’t 
make at least $15.00 profit for yourself the 
first ten times you hand the catalog to another 
man, mail it back to me and forget the whole 
thing. 

FREE* SHOES FOR YOU IN A WEEK 
But, you see. I KNOW what will happen. 
Within a week you will have sent at least ten 
orders. And, when you do I give you a pair of 
Hanover Shoes entirely free as a bonus. You 
take your pick of any pair at any price up to 
$21.95 (the $39.95 value) and that pair is 
yours, free, as my way of marking the day 
when your tenth order was received. 

Many men who "couldn’t sell” have found 
spare time profits with Hanover so good that 
they’ve "gone full time.” And, some of these 
men have been so successful that we’ve pro- 
moted them to Selling Managers with income 
potential of $1,000.00 a month or more. 

You decide how far you want to go. But, 
right now, send your name on the coupon. 
Everything I send you is free. Your only 
obligation is to just "show” the Hanover 
catalog to ten men. Then, if you’re not excited 
over the money making possibilities, mail it 
back to me and you will not be under the 
slightest obligation. 

Vice President 

THE HANOVER SHOE, INC. 
554 Carlisle St., Hanover, Pa. 17331 



COMPARE 
THESE FEATURES 


1. Upper Leather. Both uppers ore Barrett's Al- 
pine full grain calfskin. 

2. Linings. Both shoes are fully leather lined. 

3. Ouiteiet. Both shoes have full grained ook 
tanned leather outsoles of the same quality 
and thickness. 

4. Heeit. Both shoes have leather heels with 
steel V Plate for extra wear. 

5. Innertelei. Both shoes feature genuine leathei 
innersoles but only the Honover hos a cush 
ion between the outsole and the innersol 
for added comfort. 

6. Steal Arch Support. Both shoes have a stee 
shank but only the Hanover Shoe has a long 
tudinal arch cushion as part of its famou 
Comfort Arch construction. 

7. Leather Storm Welt. Both shoes have a leathe 
reverse storm welt running completely arount 
the shoe. 

S. Locet. Better looking, longer wearing Cordo 
Hyde laces are in both shoes. 

9. Fit. Both shoes are made over identical wooc 
en lasts purchased from the same tost manu 
facturer. 


Gordon King, Vice President 
The Hanover Shoe, Inc, 

554 Carlisle St., Hanover, Pa. 17331 

Dear Mr. King; 

Send on your sales kit free and postage pre- 
paid. My only obligation is to SHOW the 
Hanover Catalog to ten men. If the orders they 
give me voluntarily show that I can make good 
money in spare time, I will keep the catalog 
and sales kit and continue showing. If i am not 
enthusiastic about the profits to be made I will 
return the sales kit by mall and will owe you 
nothing. 

It is also understood that I will have my 
choibe of a pair of Hanover Shoes— at any price 
up to $21.95— (the $39.95 value) when I have 
sent In orders for only ten pair of shoes which 
have been accepted by my customers. 


Address— 
City 


My home phone number is_ 


□ I have never sold shoes before. 

□ I have sold shoes for 

{~~| I will work spare time 

rn I'll carry as a sideline 

[~~| My present occupation is 
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HI POWER BINOCULARS 



SEE UP TO 
^ 18 MILES 

Powerful folding Opera Glosses 
! fit into pocket or purse. Center 
eye piece adjustment. Worth many 
times low introductory price. Com- 
poroble to models selling for $4.95. 


Room 2102 


_20Ne STATE- 


Myitllir T«ur Fritndt! Baflii Your Family! TauTI titaniih Tkom *11! 


250 magic tricks 
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SPECIAL 

INTROQUCTORY 

OFFER 


I 


00 


NOTHINe EXTRA TO BUY! 

^ Ivmry tiitflm trich U with •«»rye«y 

thing* y*y h«v« •rowne th» h*u(*. . . coin*, tare*, 
halii, iMAeknrthinfi, ntc. Th« tmall grlc* at 

$1.00 if all yaa gayl 

"POSITIVELY ASTONISHING" . . . 

say people who have seen this tollertion. You'll U-' 
phteking coins from thin air! You’ll wiiisi' cartls to 
diange their spots at your eomnianil! You'll hea 
t^m- casps of wondiT ii.s yon do tite world-fannm 
“Indian Rope Trick." YonH ai-tnally tlo over 2.5(1 
baffling tricks, including; 

• TiM ViRtshiiit lall • DiSApgunne Htn4k«rchiel 

* TIm Uihd Ruditif Trick * The Kiwt tiui UntiM ItMtf 

* The Secret el Nuaber 9 * The Oiuppearing Coin 

• PhtetoM Writieg • Meking a Rail Rail by Itsail 

• firtmeg Uaeay Trick * Miracit Card Juapieg Trick 

* Tha Caia Laapiag Trick * The PhanU* MoAcy Trick, etc., ate. 

HURRYI Supply is Limited! 

★ *★★*★★★*** 



ANYONE. ..a ro *o...can 

PERFORM TMfSi FIATS OF MAOIC 
ONCI TOU KNOW TNfU SICRITM 

First time revealed . . . this private 
tTillcrtion from "Art the Magician." 
COMPLETE SECRETS REVEALED! 
Every single trick fully explained! You 
MW some of them on T. V. Many were 
IH-rformed by such master magiciatts 
;ls TTOUDINL THURSTON, etc. And 
now . . . YOU can do all of these 
famous magic tricks. They're fun! 
They're mystifying! Simply terrific for 


Bruce Sales Company 

261 FIFTH AVE., ROOM 2102 
NEW YORK, N.Y. 10016 

I rncinw 11.00. Ph-w RUSH my MAOIC 
TRICKS iKXtpnkl. 11 thp lrick< rinn'l worti, 

I trtiim in 10 for full refund. 

(Sorry. No COD‘«.) 

NAME 


Amazing Offer! 

24 JOKE BOOKS $4 ALL 


Whai belter way to warm up an audience, Man an 
inuryiew. liven up an article or report, or just brine 
merruneni lo a gathering of friends, than to tell a 
good joke? 

Here are thousands of aisle-rolling anecdotes, puns, quips, 
and quotes for every imaginable speakine and writmg 
occasion. You'll find each book has jokes especially for 
professional people, or for working men. educational 
people, fanners, salesmen, politicians, old people, young 
people— for every group you can think of. 

Thc subjects of these lung-busiers are as varied as the 
groups they are about. You'll have a Joke lo fit any 
topic; marriage, travel, art. taxes, children b^ball, 
business, food, social affairs, good ole sex, or anything 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE e,.;,. v 

Part-ir Rnnlt “99 BROADWAY. ^ ^ 

Padell Book Co Y. 10001 


Meclionicoi 

Drauiinq 



ImttgM) 

This scnsAtiooAl new book can help you be* 
come an expert drafuman. Contains the latest 
up*tO'date. authoritative instruaions and 
methods. 21 step-by>step illustrated drawings 
teaches you how to scale draw- 
ings. band letter, use of the 
French curve and the use of other 
mechanical drawing instruments. 

It's easy to achieve perfection i 
mechanical drawing tbit easy way. | 


$200 


PMtLL tOOK CO., tiRKZ 


the possibility— but the probability 
—that witches, magicians and sor- 
cerers exist! 

No less an authority than Dr. Ed- 
ward Podolsky, M.D., psychiatrist at 
the New York Medical College, 
claims that “black magic is taught 
in secret schools at both Oxford and 
Cambridge” in England! 

Dr. Angold Bader, of Chicago, 
who has made a lifetime study of 
“black magic’ in the United States 
says that there are at least 2,500 
“sorcerers” in the country— today. 

“One may be skeptical and a 
doubter,” says Dr. Bader, “but the 
indisputable fact remains that many 
of these ‘black magicians’ perform 
acts and produce phenomena which 
cannot be explained by science. It is 
not too far-fetched to assume that 
these ‘black magicians’ are quite 
capable of committing heinous 
crimes, even murders . . 

As for the dangers facing those 
who dabble in the occult-scientists 
warn of them in no uncertain terms. 
In regard to black magic Dr. Edward 
Podolsky says, “These practices are 
an open door to insanity.” 

There was more, much more. I 
told Diane all about what I’d read 
and begged her to break away from 
Lorentz and his cult. She told me to 
mind my own business. But she was 
my business. 

The only thing left to do was to 
go to the meetings with her. Lorentz 
of course quickly realized that I was 
antagonistic toward him and his 
group. I, in turn, sensed that his in- 
terest in Diane was far from that 
of a religious leader toward a di- 
sciple. 

He took the initiative. He invited 
us both to attend a “Sabbat” being 
held the following Friday night. I 
tried to say no, but Di was enthusi- 
astically insistent. She had made up 
her mind to take part— and I decided 
that I might as well go along, even 
though I had a premonition that 
something was about to happen. 

The rites began at eleven o’clock 
on Friday night. We arrived about 
fifteen minutes early and were 
ushered into what Lorentz called his 
“Temple of Tarot.” Occult symbols 
and pentagrams decorated the dim- 
ly-lit walls. Some 12 or 14 people 
were already there. 

Diane was breathing hard as she 
sat next to me. A few moments later 
the lights went out. A single, red 
spotlight blazed down from the ceil- 
ing and illuminated a garish altar. 
Lorentz— clad in the flowing robes 
of a warlock— stood there. He ut- 
tered a long incantation. 

Two half-dressed women— I rec- 
ognized them as girls I’d seen at 
previous meetings— lighted braziers. 
They flung some powder into the 
flames. A heavy, yellow, incense- 
laden mist spread through the room 
and hung motionless in the air. 

“Spirits of darkness,” Lorentz 
called out, “hear me and come 
forth . . 

There was another hour or so of 


50 





this mumbo-jumbo, the ritual be- 
coming more suggestive and ob- 
scene. Lorentz and his two “high- 
priestesses” disported themselves on 
the stage-like “sanctuary” while the 
audience grunted and gasped. It 
looked like third-rate burlesque to 
me. 

“We shall drink of the elixir of 
the spirit of darkness!” Lorentz said. 
The two half-naked women brought 
large brass cups. They were passed 
from hand to hand. Each person 
drank I tried to fake it, but Diane 
made me take two full swallows of 
the stuff before I passed it on. It 
tasted like cheap wine. 

Meanwhile Lorentz was leading 
the congregation in slow sensuous 
chants. They went on and on. I be- 
gan to get drowsy. My eyes stayed 
Open, but I felt as though I was fall- 
ing asleep. I tried to shake myself 
awake. I couldn’t. I couldn’t even 
move! 

The room seemed to be closing in 
* around me. Dark shadows moved 
and swayed. I felt a presence— the 
presence of a force, a spirit, a devil, 
call it what you will. It was near me 
and all around me. 

Did I imagine it, or was there 
really someone or something else 
standing alongside of Lorentz? Ev- 
erything blurred and grew hazy. 

“Come forward, Diane Simmons— 
and be initiated.” 

I was aware that Diane was 
standing up— moving to the altar. I 
wanted to grab her, to stop here, but 
I couldn’t move. 

She stood in front of Conrad Lo- 
rentz. His face had changed com- 
pletely— diabolical, inhuman— almost 
unalive. Lorentz gestured at her 
She repeated some words after him. 

He reached out and touched her. 
She remained immobile. Impotent 
rage swept over me. He reached 
around her shoulders and slowly 
drew her to him . . . 

I must have been unconscious. 
Elither some hypnotic power or a 
drug placed in the wine I had drunk 
or some other thing of which I was 
unaware had sent me into a coma- 
tose state of suspended animation. 

When I came out of it, it was 
dawn. I was lying on a couch and 
Lorentz— now wearing a business 
suit— stood over me. He was smiling 
sardonically. I tried to sit up. 

“It’s no use trying that,” he mur- 
mured. “You are still under my in- 
fluence, my friend.” 

To prove it, he made me see 
ghastly images, visions straight out 
of hell. He himself seemed to vanish 
and reappear at will. Only when my 
mind was completely exhausted did 
he stop. 

“Now I can show you your 
fiance,” he suddenly announced. He 
took me into the room where Diane 
lay on the floor. She was in a condi- 
tion that witch-burners called “pos- 
sessed by devils.” Someone had put 
a dressing gown on her. She’d torn 
and ripped that to ribbons. She 


mouthed blasphemous and foul 
words and sentences. 

“Diane has quite an affinity for 
the darker forces,” the cult leader 
murmured. “She really behaved like 
a witch of old last night. It’s a pity 
you didn’t see what she did— and 
with whom ...” * 

Then he told me. My belly knot- 
ted and churned. I wanted to kill 
him but my body seemed to be 
drained of any power to act. Diane— 
my fiance— had plumbed the depths 
of degradation and depravity. And 
I knew that Lorentz was telling the 
truth. 

“If you’ve seen enough, you can 
come to my office,” he concluded. 

I went with him meekly. I went 
into his office and I sat there, staring 
blankly at the walls until he re- 
turned. 

“Your fiance is ready for you— a 
little tired, but otherwise quite un- 
harmed,” he announced. 

Diane stared at my face as though 
she barely recogniz^ me. I led her 
out to the car. She was wearing the 
same clothes she had when we’d ar- 
rived the night before. Most of the 
scratches she’d inflicted on herself 
were hidden. 

“Di, I want to ...” I began shaki- 
ly when we were in the car. 

“Take me home,” she muttered. 
“I don’t want to talk now.” 

We drove down Beechwood Drive. 
It was a clear day and I could see 
the vast carpet-panorama of Los 
Angeles spread out below us. It no 
longer appeared real— there was no 
reality. I pulled up in front of 
Diane’s apartment building. 

“Diane, let’s sit down and 
talk ...” I tried again. 

“There’s nothing to say,” she re- 
plied icily. “I don’t want to see you 
again.” 

“But— we’re going to be married.” 

A crazy, terrifying smile— like 
that of a well-fed leopard— curled 
her lips. The lids of her eyes closed 
half-way. 

“We can’t get married, Jim,” she 
purred contentedly. “I was married 
last night— on the other side.” 

“Di! For God’s sake!” 

“Oh, I’m not through with you 
yet— not really,” Diane drawled. 
“I’ll want you later— after I’ve gain- 
ed more knowledge and experience 
of the dark arts.” 

“What?” 

“Yes, Jim. I will want you— to use 
you. I don’t know when that will 
be, but when I’m ready I’ll send for 
you. And you’ll be waiting . . .” 

She got out of the car without an- 
other word, without even looking 
back, and went into her solid brick 
steel and mortar apartment house. 

No. I haven’t tried to contact her 
since. I want to forget all about her 
—and all about Conrad Lorentz and 
his Tarot Cult— his “Circle of Se- 
lena.” 

I’ve tried to get it ail out of my 
mind— but I can’t. I know that I’m 
just marking time, just waiting. 

And I’m scared ... the end 
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BURNING WITCH 

( Continued from page 16 ) 

contacts went, it was a different 
story. People generally avoided 
her and came to call only when 
extremely necessary, with holes in 
their nets or sick relatives at home. 

“Who’s there? ” an annoyed voice 
called to their summons. 

“Akau and Takomi,” the youth 
hesitatingly answered. “Our mo- 
ther doesn’t feel well and we’d like 
some of your tea.” 

The old woman opened the door 
a crack, peered at them closely, 
then allowed them to enter. The 
house was in a shambles with low 
tables overturned, screens ripped 
wide open, and dust lying in a 
thick carpet covering everything. 

“I don’t have time for house- 
keeping,” she grumbled by way of 
apology, then led them to a small 
back room. This was her work 
area. Sets of crucibles, cauldrons, 
knives and blades were placed on 
three sides of the chamber. What 
space was left was piled high with 
large sacks of fragrant herbs, mu- 
shrooms, dried flowers and 
strange plants. 

As she mixed the herb recipe, 
Harlu asked Takomi about his life 
in Tokyo, and seemed interested in 
his answers. She kept marveling 
over the population of the huge 
city. 

Adding the last ingredient, she 
put the tea in a small, leather 
pouch and silently refused the 
coins the young officer held out to 
her. 

“Your mother is a kind woman. 
Now, leave me.” She showed them 
to the door. Takomi and Akau 
bowed and left. 

“She seems the same to me,” re- 
marked the youth as he and his sis- 
ter walked back home. 

“But you can’t say for sure — 
even though we’ve all become a lit- 
tle insane recently. I wanted to 
take Mama-san out of here and 
find a new home, but she refiised.” 

“I’m sure there’s a reasonable 
explanation for all your fears, 
Akau. And I’m going to stay here 
until I find itr’ Takomi’s voice 
hardened with convivction. 

T he next week was spent 
profitably. With A k a u ’ s 
help, ’Takomi questioned the town- 
speople in such a way that they 
never realized they had been inter- 
rogated. He would assume a non- 
chalant position and ask what was 
new; later on he wrote down the 
answers just as he heard them. But 
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the more data he received, the less 
sense everything made. Just as the 
weird events were beginning to fall 
into some sort of pattern that could 
be explained by a law of physics, 
Takomi was informed about ano- 
ther preternatural occurrence that 
completely threw out his theories. 

One night the young officer 
stayed up unusually late writing 
minute descriptions of the village’s 
fears. His eyes burned with the ef- 
fort. Deciding to stop for the night, 
he neatly gathered up his papers, 
put them in a safe place under his 
bed, and lay down to rest. He was 
more convinced now than ever of a 
perfectly logical reason for every- 
thing that had happened. And even- 
tually he knew he’d find the key. 

“I think I’ll ask Oraku again 
about the two-headed dog he saw,” 
yawned Takomi to himself as he 
stretched out on his pallet. His 
heavy eyelids closed and he fell 
into a deep sleep. 

S UDDENLY, he found himself 
on the floor! Dazed, he 
looked around him. 

“What the ...” he began, but an- 
other explosion of noise cut him 
off. The room swayed as the deli- 
cate paper walls were rent in two. 
Crockery smashed and books and 
scrolls careened wildly through 
space. 

Takomi scrambled to his feet 
and gabbed a stationary wall 
partition for support as the room 
shuddered with another mighty 
lurch. 

His mother and sister! 

He staggered down the hall, 
holding on to anything immobile. 
He found Akau in their mother’s 
room. She had both arms around 
Mama-san’s shoulders. Both wo- 
men were terrified beyond endur- 
ance. 

“Put on your sandals,’ he ord- 
ered curtly. “There’s broken glass 
all over and we’ve got to leave. ’ He 
surprised himself with the calm- 
ness he felt in the face of unknown 
danger, but he knew the lives of at 
least three persons depended com- 
pletely on his self-control. 

Akau helped him half-lift, half- 
drag their mother to the street. A 
fire had broken out somewhere and 
in the weird, flickering glare, the 
figures of the villagers could be 
seen scrambling out of their pitch- 
ing houses. Everywhere there was 
noise and mass hysteria. The thin 
wail of a child cut through the com- 
motion; a dog howled in pain, its 
hind le^ crushed to a bloody pulp 
by a fallen whet stone; more Bro- 
ken glass as another cottage top- 


pled to the shifting cobblestoned 
road. 

“Earthquake!” a voice shrieked, 
and almost by instinct, the frantic 
fisher-people ran to steady ground 
by the sea. 

Takomi and his family stood 
with the others, panting with ex- 
haustion and terror until the earth 
shook in a final spasm. A dead sil- 
ence prevailed, broken only by the 
ocean’s calm roar as it hit the 
beach, splattered the shivering ci- 
tizens with spray, then rolled out 
to sea again. 

Takomi and his sister sensed si- 
multaneously what was going to 
happen next. Their eyes met, they 
nodded. Akau entrusted the care of 
Mama-san to the kindly family 
standing next to them who pro- 
mised to see the old woman safely 
home Then she joined her brother 
who had moved slowly to the out- 
skirts of the crowd. They began to 
walk down the beach, scarcely dar- 
ing to breathe. The tension in the 
air reached unbearable dimen- 
sions. They had gotten over 300 
paces from the others before the 
shouts snapped the silence. 

“Harlu! She’s the one responsi- 
ble!” 

“Let’s get her!” 

“Somebody start a fire! ” 

Takomi and Akau started run- 
ning down the beach to the old wo- 
man’s hut. Thankfully they had 
managed to have a headstart on 
the mob. -And they were going to 
use this advantage to save the wi- 
dow. Racing, panting, their lungs 
on fire with the torturous exertion, 
they reached the cottage. 

“Harlu, you’ve got to flee,” 
g:asped Takomi, hanging on to the 
tilted door frame. Never Before had 
he been so close to fainting. Things 
swum dizzily in front of him. 
“Hurry — not a moment to spare. 
Harlu, come on!” 

He staggered into the house. 
Harlu wasn’t there! 

“She must have sought safety in 
the hills — she wasn’t on the 
beach.” 

“Takomi — look! They’re com- 
ing!” Akau pointed with a shaking 
finger at the long line of quickly 
advancing figures. The people were 
indistinct in the night, but the 
flaming torches each held made a 
giant, illuminous caterpillar sway- 
ing crazily on the beach. Already 
the sounds of mob violence reached 
the pounding ears of the brother 
and sister. 

Takomi grabbed Akau’s hand 
and pulled her into the hut. 

“If they see us, they may kill us 
too — ^they won’t control their 


anger,” he whispered. 

“What are we going to do?” 
Naked terror quivered in her voice. 

Without answering, he led her 
into the workroom. Grabbing a 
knife from the tangled debris on 
the floor, he cut an opening in the 
paper wall. Together they escaped 
just as the first flaming brands of 
' the mob were tossed on the roof. 

Takomi and Akau circled 
around and ran with spent 
strength to the hills. 

“The others will be coming any 
second,” he panted. “We’ve got to 
find her first!” 

Through twisted shrubs and low 
branches that stung their faces as 
they stumbled toward the moun- 
tains, the pair raced to their mis- 
sion of saving an innocent person 
from agonizing death. They came 
across an unexpected clearing lit- 
tered with large boulders and scat- 
tered bushes set in long grass. 

“There she is, Akau, over there. 
Harlu, run for your life! The vil- 
lage thinks you’re a witch and 
wants to burn you. Akau can take 
you to our house where you’ll be 
safe. And I’ll stay here and try to 
stall the mob.” 

“Come on, Harlu,” cried Akau 
as she went toward the black-robed 
figure. 

Harlu turned slowly to face 
them. 

“I am not afraid,” she said 
quietly. 

Akau screamed and hid her face. 
Takomi felt his knees buckle under 
him. 

In front of them stood a crea- 
ture — it couldn’t be human! A leer 
of death was stamped on its mask- 
like face. Two glowing eyes glared 
defiantly at them. It raised its 
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hands high over the misshapen 
head; the sleeves of the robe fell to 
reveal hideous, wrinkled skin that 
hung in clay-colored lumps. 

A blast of sickening, hot air 
brought the unhappy witnesses to 
the ground as the thing cackled. 

“There are millions of us hiding 
on this earth just waiting until it’s 
time. Japan is first, America will 
come next — then the whole world 
will be overcome.” It turned its 
contorted body to an unseen pre- 
sence. “I hear and obey. Master.” 

The shouts and flickering lights 
of the furious mob were approach- 
ing rapidly. The wind picked up 
suddenly to the velocity of a ty- 
phoon. 'Takomi and Akau, already 
on their faces, sunk their fingers 
deep into the grass in an effort to 
keep from being blown off the side 
of the cliff and into the sea. 

“Kill her — kill her!” The steady 
death-chant was getting louder. 
Wavering torchlight was already 
casting strange, moving shadows 
on the two cowering, hunched fi- 
gures. 

“I have sown the seeds. The 
great and mighty Evil One shall 
rule the day. I come, O Lord of 
Darkness, I come to you ! ” 

“Cover your face,” Takomi 
screamed to his sister over the 
howling wind. They both pressed 
their bodies into the soil as a great, 
booming noise rocked the lands- 
cape. A flash that was meant to 
blind them ignited the entire sky 
for an eternal second. Then silence. 

The wind cut to nothingness. 
Takomi lifted his dirt-stained face 
and looked about him. Not a tree in 
sight was left standing. It was as 
if a giant hand impatiently had 
come to sweep away paper toys 
from a table top. 

Every muscle in Takomi’s 
wracked body was on fire. He 
stumbled groggily to his feet and 
staggered over to help his sister. 
Pushing back a strand of damp 
hair, he looked up to see the mob 
standing in front of him. They had 
seen the raw strength of the 
Mighty One from a distance and 
the power had silenced them. 

An old fisherman hobbled from 
the awed onlookers to help Takomi 
support his benumbed sister. 

“Come,” the elder said gently. 
“Tomorrow we will build a new 
village far from here.” 

Takomi stared at him, hysteri- 
cal laughter bubbling painfully in 
the pit of his stomach. “Where in 
the world can we go?” he asked 
just before the second explosion 
hit. 

THE END 
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Kishmo paused to consider some- 
thing. Even with his great magical 
forces, he knew he could not stand 
up to the entire company of white 
men. Bullets could not kill him for 
he was as immortal as the Great 
Spirit who had granted him his 
powers; but^ns could cause in- 
tense pain. His memory flashed 
back to the time long ago when he 
was a young brave and had sur- 
prised a nest of hornets while hunt- 
ing. They had swarmed and hurt 
him with their stingers. He had 
jumped into the lake to drive them 
away. White man’s lead would 
cause the same pain, only there 
was no water that could make it 
st(m. 

But his smouldering eyes were 
still riveted on that dancing girl. 
She swayed and gyrated to the 
strange noises ; she spun and 
twirled like the sunlight rippling 
across the surface of the lake on a 
still, windless day. Her eyes for a 
fraction of a second idly glanced 
out of the window straight at him. 
Kishmo did not draw back for he 
knew he was invisible to mortal 
sight and appeared only when he 
chose to. 

Sliding his gnarled hand deep 
inside the bag of charms and po- 
tions tied securely to his leggins by 
a strong buckskin strap that woulS 
never feel the effects of time and 
weather, he pulled out a white 
powder wrapped in a piece of cha- 
mois. This was strong magic in- 
deed, and Kishmo, for all his great 
power, handled the fine dust with 
a respect that only the ultimate, 
sacred things of the world can in- 
spire. 

He took a pinch between two 
massive fingers, leaned forward 
again, and gently blew the powder 
suently through the open window. 
Kishmo then rapidlv recited the 
potent incantation that must fol- 
low or the charm would fail. The 
words, long unused, came quickly 
to his mind and each syllable was 
pronounced with the great inten- 
sity it deserved. 
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E llen stopped dancing 
suddenly. She leaned her 
forehead on Dick’s shoulder. He 
looked down at her worriedly. 

“Is anything wrong?” he asked. 
“Are you sick?” 

“No, nothing like that,” came 
the dazed reply. “My eyes feel sort 
of tired and they burn. Must be the 
com silk you hicks smoke instead 
of tobacco. I’ll be all right in a min- 
ute. Hey, you don’t have to go out 
with me. I’m quite sure I can find 
this place again.” She smiled 
weakly and walked out of the 
church. 

Her eyes hurt terribly and she 
couldn’t understand why. There 
wasn’t much smoke in the air, and 
besides, the ventilation was excel- 
lent. She wasn’t tired in the least; 
and Ellen never had any real trou- 
ble with her vision before. But the 
gentle breeze soon cooled her 
smarting eyes. She sat on a log 
about fifty paces from the church. 

“Was there ever such a night!” 
she exclaimed softly to herseli. The 
moon was bright, enormous, and 
lighted up the entire landsc^e. To 
her left was the small town. But on 
her right, past the church, was the 
forest. This was the loveliest of all. 
Each leaf it seemed was heigh- 
tened by the silvery glow so that it 
appeared distinct, separate from 
its neighbors. A few stars gleamed 
rather than twinkled through the 
slowly-waving foliage. The muted 
noise of the party, served only to 
enhance the still serenity of the 
woods. 

Although never much of a na- 
ture lover, having in the past pre- 
ferred sidewalks to pathless under- 
growth, Ellen for some strange 
reason had an overwhelming de- 
sire to take a walk — alone, not far, 
but just long enough to clear her 
head of this weird heaviness. 
Smoothing down her quaint frock, 
she stood up and began moving in 
the direction of a stately fir tree, so 
ancient that it hardly had any nee- 
dles left on its sweeping branches. 
But it was immense, quite the tal- 
lest object in sight, and’ Ellen 
found herself drawn to its prim- 
eval beauty. 

With a super-human leap, 
Kishmo bounded to the ground and 
raced like a deer to the far side of 
the fir tree. This was the very tree 
his ancestors had worshiped many 
generations ago, and he knew it 
would help him now. A tiny gurgle 
of satisfaction arose in his throat 
as he patted and felt the rough 
bark under his iron fingers. He 
sensed rather than saw the girl’s 
approach and reaching once more 


into his pouch, he drew forth the 
most powerful fetish of all. He 
could feel the strength of the 
charm even now as it lay dormant 
in his leathery palm, but once the 
proper words were spoken, it 
would explode into action, allow- 
ing no outside force, human or 
otherwise, to stop it. Only, he, only 
the great Kishmo, knew the spell 
to control its potence. 

Ellen’s eyes dreamily surveyed 
the ancient fir — ^until they stood 
shock still. She opened her mouth 
to scream. That thing, that crea- 
ture standing before h e r — 
Kishmo! She tried again but no 
sound would come out. She started 
to back away as the humanoid ap- 
proached her — ^but found she could 
no longer move. It was as if she 
were imbedded in a plastic balloon, 
could see but not feel or touch. 

The thing stretched out his arm 
towards her and she was compelled 
to follow. Together they walked, 
neither of them making a sound as 
they moved through the fallen 
leaves and small plants that com- 
prised the forest floor. They stop- 
ped, or rather Kishmo stopped and 
Ellen silently obeyed, by a small 
clearing about midway between 
the church and Martha’s house. 
There the ancient brave turned 
himself first into a bear and then 
into a wolf as he howled his 
triumph over the white race. He 
tossed back his great, shaggy jowls 
and gave out another un-human 
yell of pleasure. 

Ellen tried frantically to scram- 
ble away, but found that she was 
still encased in a supernatural 
force field. She watched with grow- 
ing horror as the man-animal drew 
out' a small, onion-shaped object 
from his pouch and spoke a few 
words in an outlandish tongue. A 
flash of light and she was able to 
move— but she couldn’t for the 
creature had thrown her on the 
ground and begun to tear off her 
clothing. She struggled furiously 
but hadn’t the power to fend off the 
lust-crazed savage. She screamed 
in agony as she felt white-hot pain. 
Kisho had gotten his revenge on 
the invaders! 

Too drained by the horror to 
move on her own, she now meekly 
followed the spirit into the night. 
He pointed silently to a small cave 
and Ellen paused at the entrance. 
She no -longer cared what was to 
become of her. 

“My father’s rich,” she told the 
demi-human, but received only a 
cold stare in return. “What do you 
want of me?” she then asked. 
Again, silence was her only an- 



BOOKS TO SUIT YOUR EVERY TASTE! 


SEX-DRIVEN PEOPLE 

by R. E. L. Masters 
Intro, by Allen Edwards 
PEOPLE ACTIVELY OBSESSED WITH THE NEED 
FOR ABNORMAL EROTIC RELEASE. .. these are 
the Sex-Driven People who bare their emotions, 
and their ecstasies in this explosive new book! 
*ln their own words- they reveal the most intimate 
secrets of their homosexuality, incestuous acts, 
bestiality, male prostitution, group sex acts! 
One man describes his love for animalism when 
animals are in heat! Another tells how he en- 
joyed homosexual partners-and shared bestial 
relations with them! One person describes a fas- 
cination for handling large male organs! Another 
describes the bizarre ways she wants to be sex- 
ually mauled and caressed! An authoritative, 
important book about those with an insatiable, 
never-ending drive for sex, sex. and more sex 
...in all its variations! A540— $6.50 


COMPLETE SEXUAL FULFILLMENT 

by Barbara Bross & Jay GJIbey 
Sections describe: revitalizing the sexual appe- 
tite; the four stages leading to absolute control 
during coitus; prolonging the sex act; increasing 
genital size; increasing woman's arousal dur- 
ing coitus; obtaining mutual orgasm; retaining 
erotic engorgement for long periods; varieties 
of coital movements; Positions; Husband-Above, 
Wife-Above, On-The-Side, Standing, Kneeling, 
Seated, Acrobatic Positions; Joining Dispropor- 
tionate Organs; How to Perform Cunnilingus and 
Fellatio; Use of Oral Caresses; Soixante Neuf, 
etc. etc. A brand new, unrestrictive, consum- 
mate guide to sex happiness, prowess, and suc- 
cess. A560-$6.50 


12 DIFFERENT LESBIANS 
REVEAL EVERYTHING 

ABOUT THEIR SEX HABITS! 

LESBIANISM: Its Secrets and Practices 

by Ruth Allison 

Now,, in the words of the women themselves, 
you learn absolutely everything that happens 
during lesbian sex acts! Here’s what these les- 
bians reveal in absolute detail; Case Histories 
describe initiation to performing cunnilingus, 
fetishistic underwear, attached “penises," "rid- 
ing" for mutual orgasm in lesbian acts, beating, 
bondage and slavery! Other chapters detail; Les- 
bian Sex in Prison; Performing Cunnilingus; Les- 
bian Seduction Techniques; How Lesbian Partners 
Are Discovered; Lesbian Sex in Boarding Schools; 
Three-Way Circuses; Bisexuality .. .etc. etc. 
A591-$3 


DON’T MISS THESE! 


GENITALISM: Breast, Buttock and Genital 
Love, by J. Rosenberger. Men and women who 
achieve ecstasy by fondling, caressing, lick- 
ing or self-stimulation with breasts, buttocks 
or genitals of their own or the opposite sex. 
All revealed in torrid CASE HISTORIES! 

A534-$4 

THE NEW OLYMPIA READER, Edited by Mau- 
rice Girodias. Over 45 of the most highly 
erotic stories published in the last five years. 
Huge 890 page volume; illustrated. 

A426-S17.50 

FEMALE HOMOSEXUALITY, Dr. S. Caprio. 
Frank, candid descriptions of lesbian prac- 
tices throughout the world-including. 
Female homosexuality in Prisons, among 
prostitutes, in Boarding Schools and Dormi- 
tories, etc. Dozens of graphic Case Histories 
reproduced from the author's personal inter- 
views. A932-S4.95 

ILLUSTRATED SEX ATLAS, by Lemon Clark, 
M.D. Over 287 pictures give a step-by-step 
how to do it in the art of sex! Special sec- 
tions on sex organs. Includes a Glossary of 
Sex Terms and a complete index! A140-S3 

A HAPPIER SEX LIFE, Sha Kokken. M.D. OVER 
210 PHOTOGRAPHS OF SEXUAL POSITIONS 
reveal the exact postures, and movements of 
the sex act in all its variations. A "direct 
line” into Oriental secrets of stimulation, 
excitement, and ecstasy clearly revealed and 
explained by a renowned doctor. AS45-S6.50 

SEX IN SUBURBIA, by P. Sinclair. Case His- 
tories describe Wife Swapping, Lesbian Sex 
Clubs, sex conquests of delivery mert, homo- 
sexual .orgies, poolside orgies as they actually 
occur among bor6d suburban housewives 
today! A387— $4 


ACTS & PRACTICES OF INCEST V. Dodson 
.Tells why people choose incest for release . . . 
what they do together . .'. how they seduce their 
illicit partners! Arnold W. tells how he seduced 
his young daughter. Andy watches his prostitute- 
mother with a customer . . . and then joins in the 
sex act. John D. tells of homosexual acts with 
his son. Jerry L. confesses his passion for his 
brother! Alice and Mary are two lesbian sisters! 
Sections include: HER FATHER'S DESIRE; A 
MOTHER'S LOVE; LIKE FATHER. LIKE SON; 
BROTHERS-IN-LOVE: THE FAMILY CIRCLE, etc. 
A624-$4 

GROUP SEX by 0. Staples 
CASE HISTORIES of those who prefer sex with 
more than two! Joan L. is a pretty foreign maid 
who enjoys sex in the bed with the husband and 
wife who hire her. Mary is a nubile adolescent 
who thrills to gangbangs while her older brother 
watches. Tom L. tells how he likes to watch an- 
other couple in the same room as he makes love 
to his own girl. Two lovely prostitutes describe 
the show they put on for a wealthy voyeur- 
performing upon a powerful negro. Sections in- 
clude; Swap Club Orgies; Daisy Chains, Gang- 
bangs, Lesbian Sex Cults, Homosexual Group Sex 
Acts, Group Incest, Group Orality, Menages a 
Trois, Sex Circuses, etc. A282— $4 

AUTO-EROTIC ACTS AND DEVICES 

by Victor Dodson 

Discover Die strange variety of inventive devices 
these masturbators use to achieve their stimulus 
or pain! A 22-year-old single woman describes 
her own masturbatory method in detail! A woman 
uses a douche and enema simultaneously, achiev- 
ing anal and vaginal pleasure! One man is able 
to lean over stimulating himself orally to cli- 
max ! Other sections detail ; Women Using Dildoes; 
Men and Women Who Masturbate with Animals; 
Masturbation as a Means of Increasing Genital 
Size; Fetishism as a Masturbation Stimulus; Club 
Masturbation; Techniques of Masturbation; Vag- 
inal Vibrators; the Godimeche; many more! 
A578-$4 

HOW TO ACHIEVE SEXUAL ECSTASY 
EVERYTIME by Stephan Gregory 
Profusely illustrated book gives details of per- 
forming oral sex; soiante-neuf techniques; posi- 
tions to correct shallow penetration; Loose Fit; 
Other Disportionate Size Problems; Penis-Breast 
Excitement Techniques; Types of Coital Move- 
ments; Techniques of Stroking, etc. Sex Organs 
shown in illustrations together with illustrations 
of various coital positions. Tells virtually all 
anyone would need to know to become a master 
of the love-arts. A216— $4 

SIZZLING HOT, SEX-GORGED NOVELS 
FOR YOU! ALL HARDBOUND! 

ALL BLAZING WITH HOURS , 

OF READING THRILLS! 

GIANT GRAB BAG OF NOVELS! ^ 

It's the year's biggest bargain! We'll send you a 
rare selection of torrid, red-hot novels crammed 
with the kind of spicy bedroom action that will 
set your blood on fir^! These hardbound books 
have been specially selected to please the most 
sophisticated reader! And at these prices you 
can't afford to miss out on this rare opportunity 
to own a giant collection of the wildest, most 
far-out fiction available anywhere! 

6 novels only $5 + 50C postage 
& handling (Order set A680). 

1 3 novels only $1 0 + $1 postage / \ 

& handling (Order set A68t). 

35 novels only $25 -I- $3 postage 
& handling (Order set A682) 

Order for yourself... or 
as a surprise for a 
sophisticated friend! 


SEX CAN BE AN ART by C.E. Cooke 

Graphic Case Histories of Sex Problems .. .and their solutions! 
Abner comes too quickly . . . Pearl. Pauline and Penny are a lesbian 
trio... Ed needs constant variation. Many More! A95— $5 95 


ME\ WITHOUT WOMEN! 

PRISON CONFIDENTIAL by Prisoner X 
The sex, violence, homosexuality, gangbangs, gay marriages- 
everything that happens behind bars in American prisons today 
described with shocking candor by a man behind bars right now! 
Discover the secret acts between male prisoners in the dark 
night hours, the savage rapings of the younger prisoners, brutal 
acts of sodomy, forced scenes of fellatio, scenes of group sexual- 
ity and much more. All described in unremitting detail as they 
take place over and over again between men deprived of women! 

A385-S5 



NAKED! UNBLUSHING! LUSCIOUS. 
TEMPTING WOMEN! 

THE FAIR SEX 

OVER 100 DARING PHOTOS FOR ONLY $3.50! A full 56 
Ipages, a big S'A t II’ size, crammed with spicy, 
jenlicing. voluptuous photos of undressed women ! Their 
positions and poses would make an artist blush! Front, 
back. top. bottom— nothing is concealed! OVER IlO 
SEDUCTIVE PHOTOS FOR ONLY $3.50 A904-$3.M 


ONLY FOR THE BROAD-MINDED 
UNINHIBITED SWINGING SET! 

WORLD CLUB DIRECTORY 

Join the fun! Find all those special personal contacts ... clubs 
for singles, swingers, nudists, off-beat tastes ... confidential 
publications and catalogues ■ ■ . rubber wear . . . intimate devices 
and artifacts, etc., etc. Now you can find a club, group or indi- 
vidual to satisfy your desire! How? The new WORLD CLUB 
DIRECTORY lists and describes over 2000 sophisticated clubs, 
groups, services. Covers every state, 80 foreign countries 
including Sweden, Denmark, Japan, etc. A43— $3 

MASTURBATION: Techniques, Acts & Fantasies 

by Frederick Archer 

Masturbation in men, women, homosexuals, lesbians and groups! 
Case histories describe how these people perform on themselves 
and others ! Sections describe; MASTURBATION AS A WAY OF 
LEARNING SEXUAL CONTROL; USE OF CANDLES AND OTHER 
OBJECTS IN WOMEN; USE OF HANDS. BREASTS. THIGHS AS 
MASTURBATORY OBJECTS; MASTURBATORY INCEST AND ORAL- 
ITY; FINGER-GENITAL, MOUTH-GENITAL, many more.A918-$4 

TEENAGE SWINGERS IN ADULT SWAP CLUBS 

by i. Rosenberger. Ph.D. 

The first book ever to present actual CASE HISTORIES of the 
practice of introducing adolescents into the rites of swap clubs. 
Included are examples of girl-animal sex acts; lesbian group 
acts; daisy chains; sexual superman contests; lesbian and 
homosexual incest between mothers and daughters, fathers and 
sons. Other sections reveal TEENAGERS, SWAPPING & 3-WAY 
SEX; TEENAGERS AND STAG FILMS'; EXHIBITIONISM INDUCED 
BY SWAPPING ... and many more! A966— $4 


SPECIAL BARGAIN OFFERINGS! 


THE EROTIC REVOLUTION, by L. Liption. Actual cases of for- 
bidden sex acts ip private girl's schools; teenage sex orgies; 
deflowering virgins, etc. Was $7.50 A263-$5 

BISBA. The voluptuous enjoyment of the ferhale breast- 
hundreds of illustrations! Was $10 A372-$5 

GREEK LOVE, J. Z. Eglinton. CASE HISTORIES of homosexual 
love between older men and boys! One entire section on 
fellatio and other homosexual acts. Was $12.50 A277-$S 
ISLAND OF FISHERWOMEN. Imagine your own tropical para- 
dise filled with lovely, naked women! Dozens of color 
photographs show you uninhibited Oriental women running, 
swimming, frolicking at will. Pub. at $4 A519— $3 


THE WORLD’S DIRTIEST JOKES. Over 1000 Classified, Sex- 
gorged, sizzling Stag Gags and Jokes! A528-$4 

THE OIRTY SONG BOOK, E. R. Linton. A full 65 Of the world's 
most torrid stag songs with suggested melodies. A452-$4 
SAVE! Order both books for only $6 Specify setA528P 


MALE & FEMALE SEXUAL 
DEVIATIONS 

by Michael S. Wolfgang-lntro. by 
Dr. Leonard A. Lowag 
Hundreds of gripping, realistic 
CASE HISTORIES of men and 
women who seek strange sexual 
releases. Cases include; Men 
who think like women. ..men 
who would rather caress a silk 
stocking than a sultry blonde 
. . . women who dress as men . . . 

A97-S3 
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JOHN AMSLOW I, ASSOC., OEPT. LM-41 

806 So. Robertson Blvd., Los Angeles, Calif. 90035 

Please send me the following book(s). Postpaid, listed below by their 
numbers. I understand there is an absolute 7-DAY MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE. I am 21 years of age or over. 

BOOK NUMBERS: 


I am ordering a total of 

I enclose $ ( ) ... . , 

( } C.O.D. All C.O.D.’s must be accompanied with $1.00 deposit 


books. Total $_ 
( ) check 


per book. No C.O.D.’s outside of continental U.S.A. 

NAME- 


JOHN AMSLOW & ASSOC., 0EPLM‘41 606 So. Robertson BIvtf., Los Angeles, Calif. 90035 


CITY 

Calif. Res, Add 5% Sales Tax. 
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MINI-KINI 

3 piece SET 

$^98 

■ yen p«M 

SHratl STSIKINGI 
AND SEI-WITCHINGI 

The set includes bikini pan- 
ties, see-thru bra and mini 
sleeveless topper. Each 
trimmed with wispy, silky 
fringe. Stretch ribbon on 
bra and panties for smooth 
fit. In nighttime black or 
negligee red nylon tricot, 
comfortable, care- 
free and "devil-may-core." 
Order Sm., AAed. or Lge. 
Send check »r meney order 

ALEXANDER SAUS 

Dept. S-9 1199 BROADWAY 
NEW YORK. N. Y. 10001 


The Key to a Successful Business 


A Master Plan to Raise 
Capital and Eliminating 
Risks in Small Business 


IMOUSANDS OP NOni would like to get into 
a small business of their own and build it up, 
but they’re confronted with two problems: how 
to raise the capital they need in order to get 
started and how to eliminate risks. They know 
that a high percentage of small independent 
firms fail because they don’t know where the 
pitfalls are or how to avoid them. Business 
consultant Arthur Lieber has written a book 
called The Master Plan which resolves these 
problems in language anyone can understand. 
You'll use it yourself and sell it in large num- 
bers. Key Publishing Co., Dept. 402'F 
1199 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, N. Y. 10001 


Address 

City State Zip. 


This scorching action film in two thrilling parts daring to explore virgin territories 
ablaze with the wanton desires of two women for one man. 

Society drove them behind closed doors to seek fulfillment of their passions. 
Never before has a movie explored the hot, sizzling world of the "Love-In” genera- 
tion as this one does. 

Reel #1 FORBIDDEN GAMES Reel #2 NUDE LOVE GARDEN 

Two bodies writhing in unison. Unleased emotions in the hidden 

sharing one. Love Garden. 

r I 

NOVEL PRESS 1199 BROADWAY. NEW YORK.N. Y. 10001 Dept. MM4006 

I GENTLEMEN: Please Rush me the items checked below: O Check O Cash O MO I 

j Reel «1 FORBIDDEN GAMES □ 200 ft. B&W @ $12.95 □ 200ft. Color @$20. I 

Reel«2 NUDE LOVE GARDEND200 ft. B&W @ $l2.95o 200 ft. Color @$20. ] 

I t enclose $ as payment in full for all films ordered above. i 

I I am 21 years of age or over. i 

I Name l 


swer, and perhaps only hope. “Am 
I going to be your slave? Answer 
me, damn it!” She demanded as 
despair gave her enough courage 
to lift her voice to the thing stand- 
ing in front of her. 

They went into the small cavern. 
There were animal skins on the 
floor, dried food stored high on a 
rough-hewen shelf, even a smoking 
oil lamp. Kishmo of course needed 
none of these things, but his inten- 
tion had been to steal a white wo- 
man and make her pay the rest of 
her life for the cruelties her people 
had inflicted on his. 

Ellen sank wearily on a pile of 
rank animal hide. “You’re a ghost, 
aren’t you?” 

Kishmo silently nodded his 
great, shaggy head. 

“And you can’t really harm 
me — physically, I mean.” 

Another nod of the head. 

“But you certainly can make 
love.” Ellen paused for a moment’s 
reflection. “Now that I think about 
it,” remarked Ellen as she sat up 
and drew her legs under her, 
“you’re the best lover I ever had. 
You know,” she leaned forward 
confidentially, “I don’t really dig 
living with my father. And I’m 
bored silly staying with Martha. 
I’d really much rather live with 
you — spirit or not. And to tell you 
the truth, I sort of enjoyed what 
you did to me before.” 

Kishmo stared at her quizically. 

“Don’t be so surprised. Look, 
Ghostie, it’s a new age outside. 
Maybe you don’t realize it, living 
here all alone, but people are dif- 
ferent now. Make love to me 
again.” She lay back obediently. 

Kishmo hesitated. 

“You heard me. MAKE LOVE 
TO ME THIS VERY INSTANT!” 
Ellen shouted. “Nobody asked you 
to kidnap me so now you’re going 
to have to take care of me. Since 
you’re a ghost, you’ve got all these 
groovy powers. Now I don’t have 
to do any more work ever again. 
Come over here.” 

Kishmo obeyed. 

“Make love to me.” 

He did. 

“Ah, Kishmo,” Ellen murmured 
as she lay comfortably in his hairy 
arms, “you’re pretty damn good. 
But,” she raised herself on her el- 
bows, “this place like really stinks. 
When was the last time you 
cleaned up? Look at all these ani- 
mal bones and things lying 
around. You should be ashamed of 
yourself living like a pig. Clean it 
up and take out all this smelly gar- 
bage. And after that, feed me. I 
think I could just about manage a 


58 



Itllliutiuiii 




Mett...Wotnen...Zip away 
3 inches of buige as you 
relieve backache 
\ instantlyV 

NEW ..... NEW 

firm support «♦*** 

MAK \~/ WOAIAN 

POWGK V POWeR 


slim licit 
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MEN — HOW TO ORDER. It You're Average Height 
— 5'2" to 5'.10" TallrOrder 8" Width, 

Onty $6.98, 2 lor $13.00. If You're Over S’lO" Tall 
— Or have Extra Large Abdomen;- Order 10" Width. 
Only $7.98, 2 lor $14.00. "MANPOWER" AVAILABLE 
IN WAIST SIZES 26" To 52". 


"flexible stays help 
relieve backache" 


WOMEN— HOW TO ORDER. Specify Waist and Hip Size 
"WOMANPOWER" comes with 4 Adjustable Garters. 
Only $6.98, 2 for $13.00. "WOMANPOWER" 
AVAILABLE IN WAIST SIZE 26" To 44" 


Powerful 2-way s-t-r-e-t-c-h controls with never-before strength 

Our "Manpower” Support has been so widely acclaimed, we just had to come 
up with "WomanPower" — designed, contoured especially for a woman’s 
particular figure! Both are instant bulge-removers . . . help provide an end-to- 
backache ... all in one amazing power s-t-r-e-t-c-h support. ("WomanPower" 
comes with 4 adjustable garters.) 

So comfortable, you'll forget you have it on . . . suddenly realize your back 
pain is gone . . . hear things like: "Say! Have you been on a crash diet?” No 
cumbersome, binding, surgical type materials. No embarrassing boned, “gir- 
dled” look. No annoying, binding crotch. Just 100% super-power-control 
Lycra s-t-r-e-t-c-h elastic. 8 or 10 inch width, extra front panels, eliminate 
even the most protruding of “spare -tires!” Flexible, lined back stays -make 
pain and strain disappear like magic. So undetectable, so feather-light, both 
men and women will wear it while they golf, bowl, play tennis, drive, garden, 
relax! Women will find it better than a maid in helping them whiz through 
their housework. And they look so great when they go out! 


world's first completely undetectable, 
feather- light all-power-control 
stretch Lycra supports! 


BUY WITH CONFIDENCE 

j MONEY BACK IF NOT THRILLED ft DELIGHTED- 

JAY NORRIS CORP., 31 Hanse Ave., 

Dept.BT-6, Freeport, N.Y. 11520 


10-DAY UNCONDITIONAL MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 

Wear "ManPower” or "WomanPower" for tO full days. If you don't look 
and feel years younger, if you haven’t lost 3 inches of midriff bulge, we want 
you to return belt for full refund. White only. Low introductory direct-by- 
mail prices. 


31 Hanse Ave., Dept. BT-6 
Freeport. N.Y. 11520 


My waist is_ 


_inches. Hips_ 


jnches. 


Please check; 

Men's 

Style 

□ 2-8" MANPOWER BELTS for $13.00 plus 60c pstg. & hdig. 

□ 1-8" MANPOWER BELT for $6.98 plus 60c pstg. & hdIg. 

□ 2-10" MANPOWER BELTS for $14.00 plus 60c pstg. & hdig. 

□ 1-10" MANPOWER BELT for $7.96 plus 60c pstg, & hdig. 

Women's 

Style 

□ 2-WOMANPOWER BELTS for $13.00 plus 60c pstg. & hdig. 

□ 1-WOMANPOWER BELT for $6.98 plus 60c pstg. & hdig. 

I enclose full payment (N.Y. residents add sales tax) 

Enclosed is □ check or □ money order for $ 

Name (please print) 
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PLUG-TENNA 



USE YOUR HOUSE WIRING 
AS A POWERFUL TV ANTENNA 


Plug-Tenna is a sensotional an- 
tenna that may eliminate costly 
“roof” and ”rabbit-ear'' anten- 
nas. Plugs in eosy as an electric 
cord, converting your home wiring 
into o gigantic TV antenna. Be- 
couse Plug-Tenna uses no electri- 
city, it costs nothing to operate. 
Plug-Tenna stays out of sight ond 
out of the way. 

Excellent, also, for AM-FM and 
short-wave radios. 


OUR PRICE . . . $2.98 


BERWICK SALES COMPANY 
261 FIFTH AVE., ROOM 2102 
NEW YORK. N.Y. 10016 
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4 Books * 1 “ 

9 for $2- 14 for S3 


15. The Loves of a Harlot: The rise of a vibrant beauty 
to the heights of her profession of luxury nights. 

16. Dangerous Loves: Tommy Burns, a rich man's chauf- 
feur and his love affairs and the entanglements with his 
employer's common interests. 

17. Wayward Cirl: Married to a man she despised - gets 
involved in a love affair. After a re-marriage for riches, 
this too was lost and Susan Price again allows herself in 
the clutches of another lover and forfeits her chance to 
win back her husband. 

tS. Plenty of Love: Simple Mary Goode emerged Into a 
poised and sophisticated woman after 3 years absence 
from her home town. Her success continues as she wins 
the loves of her desires. 

19. Jezebel's Daughter: Fascinating daughter becomes 
her mother's rival produced by her wicked rearing. 

20. White Trash: Small town girl condemned by her 
mother's life of indecency — longs for a chance. 

21. Unwilling Virgin: Ruby Trent had had plenty of busi- 
ness experience. She craved a new experience - love. 
Perhaps if she advertised? 

22. Part Time Passion: Love them and leave them was the 
motto of Karen Montgomery who believed in equal rights 
for women — in love too. That Is until she discovered 
that marriage might just curtail her freedom. 

23. Resort Hostess: This serious novel carries the reader 
to the resorts. Tells of Alice Baker and her sex level 
chase of a millionaire. 

24. Illicit Passion: When she ran into his arms in the fog. 
Julie thought he was someone else. After their kiss she 
found herself in love with a stranger. She gave Eric her 
lips, then her body, but Julie was too proud to marry 
him. Why? 

29. Beautiful Body: Lanny Windsor didn't much care about 
Katrina Ellis' face. It was her beautiful body he desired, 
and this she willingly gave. But it wasn't until Katrina 
left the small town. that. she discovered that she, too, 
could be completely alluring, 

2B. Pick-Up Girl: Anne Kelly worked behind the drug store 
counter. Learn what happens when the customers call 
for sex instead of orange Juice. 

27. The Shame of Vanna Gilbert: Vanna Gilbert's restless 
body ached with need. Her husband, wealthy Janathan 
Yorke, was unable to quell her passion. Vanna tries to 
hold his affection and worldly goods, seeking at the same 
time, a satisfying lover. 

26. The Playboy’s Handbook; Wow! You needn't be a 
playboy for this one. Its collection of the raw. the racy, 
and the ribald is guaranteed to make you want to play 
boy and girl. 

No C.O.O.'s. Money Bock Gworonfee. 

PADELL BOOK CO., o»,.402-H 

1199 BROADWAY. NEW YORK. N. Y. 10001 


whole ox right now.” 

Kishmo hurriedly searched in 
his magic pouch for the amulet 
that would make the cave clean 
again. But there was nothing. He 
could raise the dead, cause a flood 
or hurricane, destroy crops with 
one blast. But clean a house? 

“Well, what are you waiting 
for? Luckily for you I decided I like 
you — you’re a lot more fun than 
those dippy college boys I keep get- 
ting stuck with and I think I’ll stay 
with you for ever and ever.” She 
stretched her arms over her head 
and yawned. “You can pile the 
bones in a neat bundle outside the 
door. Get me some cloth and I’ll 
sew some curtains for the door. 
Gee,” she said to herself, “this is a 
lot of fun. We’ll need some electri- 
city and of course a TV set. And 
then there’s running water and 
. . .what?” she said, interrupting 
her pleasant monologue, “are you 
still here? You deaf or something? 
I distinctly gave you an order. 
Take out all this crap that’s lying 
around. And get me some real food, 
DAMN IT!” 

Once again the dread Kishmo, 
the scourge of the white man’s 
world, went out to terrorize and 
pillage. He had gotten his cower- 
ing pale captive. But instead of 
seeking eternal vengeance, his 
goal was a hamburger and a cho- 
colate malted. 

THE END 


WANTED MY HEART 

( Continued from page 8) 

bright and clear and — ^and tragic.” 

“It’s just an illusion, Tom. I’ve 
never seen her myself, but I do 
know several folks who have. Or at 
least have claimed to. A couple of 
years ago an artist friend of mine 
went out there to investigate. He 
said it was just a case of shadows 
falling on the road. When you 
move toward them, they take 
shape for a second, then break up 
into shadows again. But enough of 
this — you must be dying to have a 
look around. You’ve never been 
here before.” 

We finished breakfast and Uncle 
Edvard took me on a tour of Had- 
ley. I had lived in large cities all 
my life, and to see a small town, 
and more importantly, to know 
that I was a part of it, was an unu- 
sual event. We walked up Main St., 
sat for a while in the drugstore dir- 
ectly opposite the neat little park 
in front of the prim, whitewashed 
church, then went tio see the new 
hospital just completed. In spite of 


myself, I was impressed by the 
town, the people, and my uncle’s 
contributions to both. 

The next few weeks passed by 
quickly. Uncle Edvard left for 
Florida after the entire town of 
Hadley and most of Dusenberg 
threw him a touching farewell 
party. I moved into my new home 
and made many friends in the 
neighborhood and at the hospital. 
My work kept me quite busy, but 
it was good to be finally on my own 
after so many years spent as a stu- 
dent. In my spare moments I 
played squash at the local high 
school gym to keep myself fit, read 
voraciously anything I could get 
my hands on, drew up plans for a 
small flower garden to he planted 
in the spring, and did some potter- 
ing around the house. Nothing un- 
usual at all happened to me, except 
that for the first time in my life I 
was really happy. 

At eight o’clock one night the 
phone rang. An old woman in Du- 
senberg was rather sick and want- 
ed to see me. I put on my coat, 
grabbed my medical bag, hopped 
in the car and drove down. It was 
an intensely black night, for mas- 
sive clouds hid all the stars. And of 
course there were no lights on the 
road. I remember imagining as I 
drove what this place would look 
like in the summer and if the 
nights would be quite as dark. 

I pulled into the pebbled drive- 
way and crunched my way to the 
house. It was a large, Victorian job 
with plenty of gingerbread on all 
the exposed tirnbers.Just as I was 
about to climb the last step, the 
-door opened and an ancient man, 
half doubled over by rheumatism, 
ushered me into the parlor. 

“Miss Cranshaw is very ill, sir,” 
he murmured, “and I am quite 
worried about her. If you would 
please follow me.” 

He led me up the stairs, but at 
the landing I paused shock still, 
my eyes glued to the wall. 

“Hurry, sir,” the old man called, 
looking down at me from the half 
dozen steps that now separated us. 
“We haven’t time.” 

I went up and attended the old 
woman. A quick glance told me 
she was healthy, just suffering 
from a slight cold. I gave her a se- 
ditive to help her sleep, and told 
Henry, the retainer, not to worry. 

“Just a touch of old age,” I said 
once we had left the sickroom. 
“Give her these drops I’ve pres- 
cribed and she’ll be fine.” We be- 
gan walking down the carpeted 
stairs. 

Once again my sight was arres- 
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Head to toe drama in Eleganza's handsome vest suit! See 
our shirt suits, slack suits and vest suits. Also, a huge col- 
lection of outstanding footwear from all over Europe. 



Capture all eyes in our dashing New style ideas from Eleganza will 
slacks. Many styles in flared, add excitement to your life! See 
pleated, straight, and bell bottoms, our full color catalog for more. 
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Gentlemen: Please rush me the latest copy of your 
FREE, full color catalog of dashing mens apparel and 
dramatic imported footwear. 

Name 
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City State Zip 

i, Massachusetts 02403 


121 Manley Street, Br( 


Be your own man, 
do your own thing, put 
some pow into your looks. 
Then, brother, watch out 
for the gals! Send for 
the latest Eleganza fashions 
from the world's largest 
mail order house of Its kind. 


Eleganza— sold by mail only 
satisfaction guaranteed or money back! 
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With UPS & DOWNS. And with IN SCENE. 
Together they cover the entire sexorama 
of today’s erotic action from Malibu to 
Miami in color and black and white! 

Each shows it like 
it Really is! UPS & DOWNS scrutinizes 
our suburban wife-swap action. That's 
wives and wives as well as husbands and 
wives, baby! IN SCENE presents the Mod 
mode of living. You live it like it is with 
the chicks at the pad — or at the office 
after hours! Both new mags have given 
the Establishment Drop-Jaw! Each $3.50 
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ted on the landing. 

“Henry, who is this woman?” I 
asked, trying to keep my voice 
steady. I would recognize those 
terrified eyes anywhere. 

“Miss Cranshaw’s eldest sister, 
Amanda, sir. She died many years 
ago in an accident. Miss Cranshaw 
was very much attached to her and 
refused to allow the painting to be 
removed. But it’s all ancient his- 
tory, sir,” Henry smiled sadly. 

He showed me to the door and 
thanked me again. I turned up the 
collar of my coat, for it was snow- 
ing quite heavily, and walked to 
the car, climbed m and put the key 
into the ignition. But the engine 
wouldn’t kick over. I tried again 
and again, but no luck. 

“It’s probably tbe fuel pump,” I 
said to Henry who had come out af- 
ter hearing the noise. “I knew I 
should have gotten a new one.” 

“No matter, sir,” the servant 
said kindly. “You can stay here for 
the night. If there’s one thing 
we’ve got, it’s spare rooms. You 
can have the car fixed in the morn- 
ing.” 

Again I followed the old man 
into the house. He offered me a cup 
of tea and I accepted. While we 
were having it in the huge, warm 
kitchen, I tried to pump Henry for 
more information on Amanda. 

“This all happened years before 
I came here, sir, and I know very 
little about her. She died when 
Miss Cranshaw was about seven. 
Let’s see. That would be in ...” he 
tiled his head thoughtfolly, “in 
1901, 1 believe.” 

“If that painting is any indica- 
tion, she must have been beauti- 
ful.” 

“I’ve seen photographs of 
Amanda, sir. And she was a lovely 
girl. Lovely.” 

“But how did she die?” 

“A carriage accident. She was 
driving home alone one night when 
the axel broke. Amanda was killed 
instantly when she was thrown 
from the vehicle.” 

“Near the copse of oak trees,” I 
murmured, half to myself. 

“What’s that — how did you 
know, sir?” Henry asked quickly. 
Then just as rapidly, “Ah, you’ve 
seen her. Quite a few people have. 
But everyone keeps insisting it is 
just a cast shadow, and Miss Cran- 
shaw insists loudest of all. Don’t 
say anything to her, sir.” 

I smiled. "Of course not, Henry. 
It must be ve^ painful for her.” 

“Oh, it is, sir. Very. But it is get- 
ting late,” he said, putting lx)th 
hands on the table and slowly eas- 
ing himself up into a standing po- 
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SWEET ITEMS 
to get her 
SPRINGTIME UP! 




pushtf u 


puth»$ h 

PERFECT PLUNGE 
Lovely lace plunge front bra la iin* 
derwUed for up-llft, puah-up padded 
for figure peifecti(» and priced to 
pamper your purse. Push-up pads 
give her desirable cleavage for low 
cut fashions. In Black or WUte. 
Sizes S2 to 36 A cup; 32 to 38 B 
cup. 


#4—5616 2 $5^ 

3 $8 


TIPPANT 
She'll display each bust like a treas- 
ured gMnI Sheer nyion lightly under- 
wired cups divide and mold her deft- 
ly and surely. The bust it builds up 
is much more bra-beautiful than 
braless. Choose yours in Black or 
Nude. Sizes 33-34-36-38: no cup 
sizes needed. Af-rcA 

#4—5068 $7^ 
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0 BE- WITCHERY 
She'll bedazzle you in the flowing 
lines of her deep V-neck sheer, long 
gown. Sleeveless. Elastic waistline. 
Full circle skirt. She'll be lovely in 
Lilac, ravlshng in Rose, gorgeous in 
Gold. Sizes; Petite. Small. Medium. 
Large. 

#3— 426T 

m *10 

IPJ LOTTA CULOTTE 
Lotsa stylet Long-sleeved hostess cu- 
lotte with full-full pants is banded 
with gleaming metallic Gold braid. 
Neckline can V-slash bare to the 
waist Drapes divinely to the figure 
IniRoyal Blue or Bed nylon Tdcot In 
Misses Sizes: 10 to 18. 

#3—4277 
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WHAT HER "TEACHERS" 
DIDN'T KNOW ABOUT 
THE EXOTIC... 

SHE TAUGHT THEM! 

Neigtibors in the Southern California city called 
them the Gay Sisters — the pair in the seclud^ 
house down the block. But Deborah and Sandy were 
beyond all care as they shared their most intimate 
desires within their sensual world, devotees to the 
pursuit of physical sensations. 

When their advertisement brought the delicate 
beauty named Eiicia to their door, they couldn't 
believe the shy teenager's innocent desire to share 
their sensate world, to be slave to their unbridled 
demands. 

But their "student" became their teacher as this 
wanton nymphet became passion's mistress, en- 
slaving the sisters to her own sensual demands. 

ORIGINAL UN-RETOUCHED VERSION 
WITH UNRESTRICTED FULL VIEWS - 
8MM BLACK A WHITE 219 FT.- ORIG 
$2S.OO. NOW ONLY $9.95 
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1199 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, N. Y. 10001 

Please rush me the gay SISTERS 

I enclose$i2.95 Cash □ Check □ 

M.O. plus 50( P.P. 

□ I am over 21 
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sition. And you must be tired. Let 
me show you to your chamber.” 

I went with him to a spaciousbed- 
room on the first floor. It was fur- 
nished in heavy, carved mahogany, 
perhaps too cumbersome for mo- 
dern taste, but still very elegant. 
And the wall coverings were pure, 
rose silk. There was a row of 
French windows set in the wall op- 
posite the door, hung with heavy 
curtains to block out the cold 
night air. 

"Her room, sir,” Henry mur- 
mured as he wished me goodnight 
and closed the door. 

I undressed and got into bed. 
But I was too tired to sleep. 
Thoughts kept racing through my 
brain as I continually went over 
what had happened that night. I 
heard the clock in the parlor chime 
three o’clock. Then came fitful per- 
iods of half-sleep where I would 
wake every fifteen minutes. Fin- 
ally drowsiness overcame me and I 
fell into a deep slumber. 

I AWOKE with a start. The 
room was cold — ice cold. I had 
never felt such a freezing sensation 
before in all my life. Damp, incre- 
dibly heavy, cold. I turned my head 
to the row of windows — and gave 
an involuntary gasp! There, stand- 
ing not twenty feet away from me 
was the indistinct figure of a wo- 
man crouching in the shadowy 
folds of a floor-length curtain. My 
heart pounding, I frantically tried 
to remember everything I knew 
about apparitions. 

“They can’t harm you; there’re 
only illusions; they are frightened 
of mortals; they flee from the 
dawn,” ran steadily through my 
mind. But I was terrified. 

The curtain parted for a moment 
as the figure moved slightly. I 
could hear the rustle of silk. 

I clutched the bedclothes with 
both sweating hands. “Amanda,” I 
whispered, “I’m frightened of you. 
I’m so scared I could faint. But I 
know what happened to you and 
I’m sorry.” 

The spectre moved and stepped 
into the room. It was Amanda, 
only more beautiful than any 
painting. I turned to put on a light, 
but by a gesture she stopped me. 

She came closer. Her gentle but 
incredibly sorrowful face told me I 
had nothing to fear from her. 

“Amanda,” I again whispered, 
“my name is Tom. I saw you on the 
road a few weeks ago. You were 
running toward me and I nearly 
hit you with the car.” 

She winced as if suffering a phy- 


sical blow. 

“Don’t — I’m sorry. I shouldn’t 
have mentioned it. Now I know. 
Come closer. I’m not afraid of you 
any longer.” 

She approached the bed and I ex- 
perienced a not unpleasant feeling 
of static electricity surround me. 
From a nearer view, her eyes were 
enormous, deep, yearning. I longed 
to take her in my arms and comfort 
her, to make everying all right 
again. 

She sensed my thoughts and 
sadly shook her head. There was no 
hope for her. She walked nearer 
and took my hand. An unearthly 
feeling — ^her hand in mine seemed 
to vibrate with soft undulations 
like holding a detached, beating 
heart in my palm. But it was no 
human touch because I soon real- 
ized if I closed my hand, my fingers 
would meet with nothingin between 
them. 

She leaned toward me and with 
a calm and trusting look, glanced 
into my face. I could feel her eyes 
searching and going down to the 
very depths of my soul. Still hold- 
ing my hand, she sat down beside 
me. Only the slightest pressure, 
and that probably imagined, dis- 
turbed the solidity of the mattress. 
She half-smiled at me, not for an 
instant freeing me from her 
glance. 

It was then that I knew I loved 
her. 

I could look through her as I 
could a piece of cloudy glass. The 
half- disclosed window looked out 
into the universe. Already bands of 
a lighter hue were streaking across 
the night-blue heavens. We both 
knew she had to leave before dawn 
cleft the skies. She arose grace- 
fully. 

“Where?” I asked and pleaded 
at the same time, but I already 
knew. She departed after kissing 
the tips of her fingers and placing 
them on my forehead. Amanda 
glided back into the corner and 
sunk into the shadows of curtains 
that were becoming more and more 
distinct. 

Each day I wait, and each day 
my love becomes clearer, brighter, 
purer. We meet by the copse of 
oaks in the dead of a winter’s night 
and walk down the lonely road 
together. I speak and she answers 
with her eyes, still sorrowful but 
tragic no longer. No one knows of 
our love; no one would believe that 
love transcends even death itself. 
We sit. We wait for the time I’ll be 
able to join Amanda for ever and 
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Someone once said that if you build a better mouse- 
trap, the world will beat a path to your door. In the 
home appliance business, a lot of enterprising com- 
panies have gotten rich peddling a long list of handy 
electrical gadgets for the home. The trouble is, the 
dozen or more appliances in the average American 
home can go on the fritz, and men with the proper 
training to do repairs are as scarce as knee-length 
skirts on teen-agers. 

Good Appliance Repairmen are a rare breed these 
days. Those with a little ambition are booked so 
solidly you can wait days to get somebody to fix a 
balky refrigerator or cantankerous toaster. Some- 
times, you have to settle for a bum job from a guy 
who had no business calling himself an Appliance 
Repairman in the first place. 


pliances for friends and neighbors within a few 
months after enrolling, my name isn’t McCahill. 


TOM McCAHILL SAYS: 


^^The appliance repair fieid 
is so uncrowded 
iVs almost lonely 


This brings me to my point. If you want to make 
money in a, field that’s begging for trained tech- 
nicians, there’s a fine, low-cost home-study plan 
available that teaches you how to handle every type 
of Appliance repair in detail — including refrigera- 
tion, air conditioners, and even small gas engines. 
The course was prepared by the instructors at Na- 
tional Radio Institute. This is the oldest and largest 
home-study school in the Electronics/Electrical 
fields with more than fifty years’ experience training 
men like yourself for new careers or spare-time or 
full-time businesses of their own. 

A few years ago, NRI recognized the increasing de- 
mand for trained Appliance Repairmen. They set 
about preparing well-illustrated, easy-to-understand 
lessons that teach you how to repair home, com- 
mercial and farm Appliances. NRI even added a 
professional Appliance Tester that’s included in 
their low tuition. With the Tester and a few basic 
tools you probably already have, you’re equipped to 
service most Electrical Appliances. If you aren’t 
making $5 to $7 an hour in spare time fixing Ap- 


The reason I’m no doubting Thomas, is because the 
staff at NRI is composed of experienced instructors 
who guide you through the course with more per- 
sonal attention than you’d get in many classrooms. 
With the kind of help they give a student and the 
kind of course they have, you can be the man in 
demand in this field — even if you’ve never rewired 
a plug, or got fed up with school at the 9th grade. 
The best advice I can give you is to clip the coupon 
below and send for the NRI Appliance Training 
Catalog. It’s free, and there’s no obligation. NRI 
doesn’t employ salesmen, so nobody will be knock- 
ing at your door. All it will cost you is a postage 
stamp. Take it from Uncle Tom, the Appliance 
Repair field needs good men. Now. 



Tom McCahill 




725-041 

APPLIANCE DIVISION, NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE 

3939 Wisconsin Avenue, Washington, D.C. 20016 

APPROVED UNDER NEW Gt BILL 

If you served since January 31. 1955 
or are in service, check Gl line below. 

OK — I want to see for myself. Send me the free book on 

Name 

Professional Appliance Servicing. No salesman will call. 
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State 

ZiD Code 

Accredited Member National Home Study Council. 

□ Check for facts on new GI Bill. 
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planned to 


retire before fifty 


this is the business that made it possible 

a true story by John B. Hoikey 

Starting with borrowed money, in just 
eight years I gain ed fi nancial security, 
sold out at a profit and retired. 



"Not until I was forty did I make up my 
mind that I was going to retire before 
ten years had passed. I knew I couldn’t 
do it on a salary, no matter how good. 
I knew I couldn’t do it working for 
others. It was perfectly obvious to me 
that I had to start a business of my own. 
But that posed a problem. What kind of 
business? Most of my money was tied 
up. Temporarily I was broke. But, when 
I found the business I wanted I was able 
to start it onless than $1000 of borrowed 
money. 

"To pyramid this investment into re- 
tirement in less than ten years seems 
like magic, but in my opinion any man 
in good health who has the same ambi- 
tion and drive that motivated me, could 
achieve such a goal. Let me give you a 
little history. 

"I finished high school at the age of 18 
and got a job as a shipping clerk. My 
next job was butchering at a plant that 
processed boneless beef. Couldn’t see 
much future there. Next, I got a job as 
a Greyhound Bus Driver. The money 
was good. The work was pleasant, but 
I couldn’t see it as leading to retirement. 
Finally I took the plunge and went into 
business for myself. 

"I managed to raise enough money 
with my savings to invest in a combina- 
tion motel, restaurant, grocery, and ser- 
vice station. It didn’t take long to get 
my eyes opened. In order to keep that 
business going my wife and I worked 
from dawn to dusk, 20 hours a day, 
seven days a week. Putting in all those 
hours didn’t match my idea of indepen- 
dence and it gave me no time for my 
favorite sport — golf! Finally we both 
agreed that I should look for something 
else. 

"I found it. Not right away. I inves- 
tigated a lot of businesses offered as 
franchises. I felt that I wanted the 
guidance of an experienced company — 
wanted to have the benefit of the plans 
that had brought success to others, plus 
the benefit of running my own business 
under an established name that had 
national recognition. 

"Most of the franchises offered were 
too costly for me. Temporarily all my 
capital was frozen in the motel. But I 
found that the Duraclean franchise 


offered me exactly what I had been 
looking for. 

"I could start for a small amount — 
less than$1000-and thatamount I could 
borrow. I could work it as a one-man 
business while getting a start. No salaries 
to pay. I could operate from my home. 
No office or shop rent or other overhead. 
For transportation I could use the trunk 
of my family car. (I bought the truck 
later, out of profits.) But, best of all, 
there was no ceiling on my earnings. I 
could build a business as big as my am- 
bition .and energy dictated. I could put 
on as many men as I needed to cover 
any volume I could build. I could make 
a profit on every man working for me. 
And, I could build this little by little, or 
as fast as I wished. 

"So, I started. I took the wonderful 
training furnished by the company. 
When I was ready I followed the simple 
plan outlined in the training. During the 
first period I did all the service work 
myself. By doing it myself, I could make 
much more per hour than I had ever 
made on a salary. Later, I would hire 
men, train them, pay them well, and 
still make an hourly profit on their time 
that made my idea of retirement possible 
— I had joined the country club and now 
I could play golf whenever I wished. 

"What is this won- 
derful business? It’s 
Duraclean. And, what 
is Duraclean? It’s an 
improved, space-age 
process for cleaning up- 
holstered furniture, rugs, 
and tacked down car- 
pets. It not only cleans 
but it enlivens and 
sparkles up the colors. 

It does not wear down 
the fiber or drive part of the dirt into 
the base of the rug as machine scrub- 
bing of carpeting does. Instead it lifts 
out the dirt by means of an absorbent 
dry foam. 

"Furniture dealers and department 
stores refer their customers to the Dura- 
clean Specialist. Insurance men say 
Duraclean can save them money on fire 
claims. Hotels, motels, specialty shops 
and big stores make annual contracts 
for keeping their carpets and furniture 


fresh and clean. One Duraclean Special- 
ist recently signed a contract for over 
$40,000 a year for just one hotel. 

"Well, that’s the business I was able 
to start for less than $1000. That’s the 
business I built up over a period of eight 
years. And, that’s the business I sold 
out at a substantial profit before I was 
fifty.’’ 

Would you like to taste the freedom 
and independence enjoyed by Mr. 
Haikey? You can. Let us send you the 
facts. Mail the coupon, and you’ll re- 
ceive all the details, absolutely without 
obligation. No salesman will ever call on 
you. When you receive our illustrated 
booklet, you’ll learn how we show you 
STEP BY STEP how to get customers; 
and how to have your customers get 
you more customers from their recom- 
mendations. 

With no obligation, we’ll mail you a 
24-page brochure explaining the busi- 
ness. Then you, and you alone, in the 
privacy of your home, can decide. Don’t 
delay. Get the facts before your location 
is taken by someone else. Mail the 
coupon, now. 

DURACLEAN INTERNATIONAL 
1-H94 Duraclean Bldg., Deerfield, III. 60015 


I DURACLEAN INTERNATIONAL 
fl-H94 Duraclean Building 
I Deerfield, Illinois 60015 

I WITHOUT OBLIGATION mail letter and 24-p3ge iilus- 
I trated booklet explaining how I can increase my income 
I and family security with a Duraclean Dealership. No 
I salesman is to call. 

I 

I Name 



Your quick, easy way to spare time earnings, 
top-pay jobs, or business of your own; 


TV-RADIO, ELECTRONICS 



TRAIN AT HOME — Leam-by-doing with NRI pro- 
grammed equipment. All this is yours at no extra cost, 
from Achievement Kit to Color TV, in NRI TV-Radio 
Servicing course. You gain priceless confidence as 
you work with your hands as well as your head. 


Be a skilled technician in America’s 

fastest growing industry Regardless of your 

educational background, you can learn the Electronics 
field of your choice the practical, “hands on” NRI way. 
The NRI color Catalog, sent to you FREE and without 
obligation, tells you how you can qualify quickly to be a 
part of the fastest growing industry in this land. It shows 
you how you can train at home in your spare time for 
top-pay positions in industry, in business, or with the 
government. You’ll read how you can get into the excit- 
ing field of broadcasting or how you can start a business 
of your own as a skilled TV-Radio Technician — either 
part-time or establishing your own full-time shop. 

Make $5 or more per hour starting soon 

NRI prepares you quickly to cash in on the boom in Color 
TV, one of the great money-making fields you can choose 
with an NRI diploma. TV Technicians are in demand 
now to keep millions of color sets in working order. NRI 
is the only school offering home education in Color TV 
Servicing that includes a color set totally engineered for 
training purposes. You learn by doing, demonstrating 
things you read about in “bite-size” texts as you build 
and use professional lab equipment. Electronics comes 
alive in a unique, fascinating, easy-to-understand way. 
In Color TV, the end product is your own high quality 
set, yours to keep for years of viewing pleasure. 

TRAIN WITH THE LEADER Tens of thousands 
of NRI graduates are proof it is practical to train at 
home in your spare time. NRI gives you a choice of 12 
training programs. Five of them include FCC License 
preparation. Yow must pass your FCC License exams or 
NRI refunds your tuition in full. Decide now to move 
ahead in Electronics. Mail the coupon for FREE NRI 
CATALOG. No salesman will call. NATIONAL RADIO 
INSTITUTE, Washington, D.C. 20016. 


t f "/ am an engineer at 
KSTF-TV and also run 
a part-time repair busi- 
ness. I have more sets 
to fix than I can find 
time for. NRI has changed my 
whole life and at least doubled my 
income." Gene Cochran, Seotts- 
bluff, Nebraska. 


“/ don’t have words to 
describe how thankful I 
am to NRI. I’m an elec- 
V tronie tecfcnicMin. Before 
* I took your course I was 
only a wirer at S60 a week. Now I 
also do TV work outside my job." 
Ernest Marin, Bronx, New York. 


“I am an AT&T Com- 
munications Technician. 

Because of NRI I was 
given credit for J8 mos. 
experience and my start- 
ing pay raised. They were impressed 
NRI could train me to obtain a 
3st class FCC License." Craig D. 
Sparks, Cambridge, Massachusetts. 

"I find that all my spare 1 i 
time is in demand for 
repotr work around f ’C aI 
town. I have the lessons 
from the course and fre- ' ' ” 
quently consult them. I doubt there 
is a better course available." Lyle 
M. Springer, Grangeville, Idaho. 


APPROVED UNDER NEW 61 BILL If you 

have served since January 31, 1955, or are in 
service, check Gl line in coupon. 


MAIL FOR FREE NRI 
CATALOG 


j NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE 

Electronics Division, Washington, D.C. 20016 

Please send me your new catalog. I have checked the field(s) of 
most interest to me. (NO SALESMAN WILL CALL). Please PRINT. 
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□ TV-Radio Servicing (with color) 

□ Advanced Color TV 

□ Industrial Electronics 

n Complete Communications 

□ FCC License 

n Aviation Communications 


□ Marine Communications 
n Mobile Communications 
n Basic Electronics 

n Math for Electronics 

□ Electronics for Automation 

□ Electrical Appliance Repair 


n Check for facts on Gi Bill 
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ACCREDITED MEMBER NATIONAL HOME STUDY COUNCIL 







